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INTRODUCTION 


The current stage of our poetic history is one of 
solution. A year ago it would have been difficult to 
have foreseen this condition. It is now ten years — 
1912 is the accepted date by the radicals, when 
the dawn of the Renaissance broke — since the art 
functioned into a period; the annual Transcript 
articles began seven years earlier, playing the role 
of prophecy. Last month Miss Monroe’s magazine, 
*Toetry, A Magazine of Verse,” celebrated its tenth 
anniversary; and my own ‘‘Anthology of Magazine 
Verse, and Yearbook of American Poetry,” reaches 
its tenth volume with the current publication. The 
decade has been packed with incidents; there have 
been groups and battles, propaganda and persecu- 
tion; there have been large successes, and sincere and 
respectable attention to the average adequacies and 
minor distinctions. The period has been long enough 
in time and broad enough in the mass to observe the 
undulations and get the perspective. Mr. Masters 
shot to his peeik, wobbled, and rebounded with the 
“Domesday Book”; Frost rolled over the mountain^ 
tops like a pale mist, and hangs there with a mellow 
flush; Amy Lowell blazed skyward to run in and 
out of shadows; Sandburg, who began swimming so 
arrogantly in the waters of realism and slang, lost 
the vigor of his stroke and went head under the eter- 
nal waves of truth and experience; Lindsay’s early 
vision with its burning evangelicism jazzed itself into 
popularity; only Robinson, among the poets of major 
importance in the mid-period, and John Hall Wheel- 



ock in its later phase, kept steadily progressive 
towards a consistently high achievement. The so- 
called ‘‘intellectualists” from Bodenheim to Aiken, 
whose intellectualism made a fetich of technique 
which, like the priest and the Levite, led them to 
pass on the other side of the road where Life lay 
stricken. All through the last five years the increas- 
ing contribution of books of poems gave promise 
that a succession of figures would arrive to match the 
impressive talents which ushered in the Renaissance, 
These poets may be named by the score; but they have 
done nothing better than break up the early cohesion 
of achievement, and project into the current time 
a state of solution. The controversy during the year 
by the leading proponents of the various modes on 
the “return” of strictly conventional metressis is an 
evidence of this state. There has been attack and 
defense; defections from the ranks; and claims that 
tradition has never wholly been abandoned. The 
controversalists have, perhaps, little realized that the 
cause of the conflict has been more or less determined 
by the practice of the countless new arrivals in the 
field during the last year or two. 

Has the craze for anthologies had anything to do 
with these vague and indefinite conditions of poetic 
affairs? If so, I may have to take much of the 
blame. The tenth anniversary of the “Anthology 
of Magazine Verse,” may be an appropriate time for 
a little searching into facts. Mere collections of 
verse are no new literary innovation; the performance 
goes back to the Greeks, from whom the name 
Anthology is taken to characterize such a work as a 
collection of poetry by various authors. I suppose 
what my critics have meant when they call me the 
“Arch Anthologist,” is, that I started an innovation 
which was unique, and then became dangerous in 
its susceptibility to imitation. Of course, there were 
all sorts of “annuals,” even before I was born; Vic** 
torian literature was full of them, but they were 
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recruited from prose talents, and made a Christmas 
feature. So there was not much originality in grasp- 
ing the idea of an ‘‘annual” publication; the unique- 
ness of my venture, in the beginning was to have 
the courage, and, yes, the faith, to produce an 
“annual” recruited with verse, and that verse the 
verse printed in the magazines of the current year, 
and by the supposedly Tom-Dick-and-Harry of the 
art. No one approached even the idea of doing 
such a thing in the dim antiquity of 1905; I did. 
But it took seven years to cultivate the disastrous 
opportunity of putting the idea into effect. The 
audacity of the idea in itself preempted imitation 
immediately; but it was foolish to think that an 
opportunity which lent itself so freely to the assimi- 
lative mind would go unchallenged. Pioneers build 
poor roads, but there is no traveling and discovery 
without them. We have now a number of annual 
and bi-annual collections of verse, and they keep 
multiplying down to the latest “Bookman Anthology 
of Poems, 1922,” edited by John Farrar. The seed 
has grown a good crop, and one has only blessing 
for the harvest. One day some imaginative mind, 
impracticable (it will be believed), with faith, will 
create a new mode and method of serving the art 
as a human need, and the practical ones will take 
a new tack. 

Perhaps a word here might be said of the aim 
with these annual collections of verse. I have been 
severely criticized for not doing this or that with 
them. Mr. Lawrence Mason puts me in the same 
hole that Mr. Joseph Warren Beach puts Joseph 
Hergesheimer and Theodore Dreiser, an opening no 
purist will smutch his imaginative nose in. I have 
had letters from representative practitioners in every 
mode and school of verse in the country, censuring 
me for not making these collections up wholly with 
the particular kind of verse they produced; all the 
other “kinds” were failures and “rot.” Considering 



only their own point of view there could not pos- 
sibly be anywhere near the number of good poems 
produced in a single year which my volumes 
included. Well, Time has its own ironic way with all 
of us; and our judgments can only be trusted for 
their honesty and sincerity. The purpose of these 
annual volumes has been to represent the achieve- 
ment of the year in magazine poetry of every char- 
acter and quality and form, except that of common 
humor, for the appreciation of the general public. 
If I had been editing such a collection for poets and 
critics merely, the purpose and the character of the 
work would be different. The spirit, not the body, 
of the public is a better judge of values in this matter 
than the professional critics; the latter are but the 
merest servants to fetch and carry standards. 

Let us go back to what the year has measured in 
the art. It has been a time, as I have said, of loose 
factors. The pointed achievement of the year was 
the publication of Edwin Arlington Robinson’s “Col- 
lected Poems.” Nothing has done so much to crystal- 
lize the poet’s position. The work won for Mr. 
Robinson the Pulitzer Prize of one thousand dollars 
for the best book of poems produced by an American 
poet during the year; added to this he received the 
Poetry Society’s Prize of five hundred dollars. The 
New York Authors’ Club voted the work the most 
significant publication by an American author during 
the year; and Yale University conferred upon Mr. 
Robinson an honorary degree. Mr. Robinson’s career 
proves an artistic axiom which ought to be heeded 
by all young poets. 

Prize awards for poems have begun to show a 
promise of growing as numerous as the prizes given 
for pictures hung in the various exhibitions. All the 
poetry magazines are offering prizes, though the 
awards are not made in a set competition. The 
Blindman Prize offered by the Poetry Society of 
South Carolina is one of the most important annual 



awards; distinction should be made between the 
awards that are made for books and those for indi- 
vidual poems. An interesting competition of the 
year was the Clark Equipment Company’s prize of 
one thousand dollars for the best poem on the sub- 
ject of transportation. Though the contest closed in 
July, the award has not at this writing been made. 

The mass of magazine poetry has been as interest- 
ing as ever. The outstanding poems have not been 
as numerous as in other years; for instance, there 
has been nothing to match Lew Sarett’s ‘‘The Box of 
God,” of last year, though Vachel Lindsay’s “In 
Praise of Johnny Appleseed” and Robert Frost’s 
“Paul’s Wife,” made distinct impressions. Mary 
Johnston’s “Virginiana” is a fine contribution. Amy 
Lowell’s “Revenge” has a quality she has not got into 
any other of her shorter poems since “Patterns.” My 
reference last year to the progress being made poeti- 
cially in the South appears fully justified by the 
quality and quantity of the work coming from that 
section of the country in the past year. Du Bose 
Heyward and Hervey Allen of Charleston are both 
poets of exceptional gifts; Mr. Allen’s poem, “The 
Leaping Poll,” in a recent issue of the London 
Mercury, shows a quality of expression possessed 
with inferior brightness by Rupert Brooke. In Nor- 
folk, Virginia, is a group of poets who are doing 
splendid lyrical work, and where an excellent poetry 
magazine, The Lyric, which has printed contributions 
by the best poets the country over, is edited by John 
Richard Moreland with rare discrimination and skill; 
Mr. Moreland himself is a lyric poet of exquisite 
sensibilities. Also some well-informed and well- 
expressed criticism of poetry comes from this city, 
the work of Virginia Taylor McCormick. 

With the exception of Robinson’s “Collected 
Poems” no books by the outstanding figures were 
published during the year. Carl Sandburg was 
another exception that might be noted for signifi- 

xiii 



canoe of a kind. Elinor Wylie’s “Nets to Catch the 
Wind,” and Florence Kilpatrick Mixtcr’s “Out of the 
Mist,” were first books whose significance the public 
could not escape- Olive Tilford Dargan’s “Lute and 
Furrow” maintained the excellent tradition of this 
poet’s work. Maxwell Bodenheim’s “Introducing 
Irony” exhibits this poet at his best. Two books 
bordering the end of the year present each a case 
of extreme importance in contemporary poetic his- 
tory. Mr, John Hall Wheelock’s “The Black 
Panther” establishes his position among the major 
contemporary figures, and Mary Sinton Leitch’s “The 
Wagon and the Star” is the beginning of a poetic 
career that has been hailed by William Lyon Phelps 
and others as promising conspicuous attainment and 
admiration. Professor Prescott’s “The Poetic Mind ” 
and Robert Graves’ “On English Poetry” both pre- 
sent theses which raise problematical questions. All 
this points to the vitality, both creatively and criti- 
cally, which possesses the art in America today. 

W. S. B. 
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SHADOWS 


There is deliberateness in all sea-island ways. 
Outlandish to our days as stone wheels are. 

The islands cannot see the use of life 
Which only lives for change; 

Their days are flat, 

And all things there move slowly. 

Even the seasons are conservative — 

No sudden flaunting of wild colors in the fall, 
Only a gradual fading of the green, 

As if the earth turned slowly. 

Or looked with one still face upon the sun 
As Venus does; 

Until the trees, the fields, the marshes, 

All turn dun, dull Quaker brown. 

And a mild winter settles down, 

And mosses are more gray. 

All human souls are glasses which reflect 
The aspects of the outer world. 

See what terrible gods the huge Himalayas bred! — 
And the fierce Jewish Jaywah came 
From the hot Syrian desert 
With his inhibitory decalogue. 

The gods of little hills are always tame; 

Here God is dull, where all things stay the same. 

No change on these sea-islands! 

The huge piled clouds range 
White in the cobalt sky; 

The moss hangs, 

And the strong tiring sea-winds blow — 

While day on glistering day goes by. 

The horses plow with hanging heads — 

Slow, followed by a black-faced man, 

Indifferent to the sun. 

The old cotton bushes hang w^th whitened heads; 
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And there among the live-oak trees 
Peep the small whitewashed cabins, 

Painted blue perhaps, with scarlet-turbaned women, 
Ample-hipped, with voices soft and warm; 

And tlie lean hounds and chocolate children swarm. 

Day after day the ocean pumps 
The awful valve-gates of his heart, 

Diastole and systole through these estuaries; 

The tides flow in long gray weed-streaked lines; 

The salt water, like the planet’s lifeblood, goes 
As if the earth were breathing with long-taken breaths 
And we were very near her heart. 

No wonder that these faces show a tired dismay, 
Looking on burning suns, and scarcely blithe in May. 
Spring’s coming is too fierce with life. 

And summer is too long; 

The stunted pine trees struggle with the sand 
Till the eyes sicken with their dwarfing strife. 

There are old women here among these island homes, 
With dull brown eyes that look at something gray, 
And tight silver hair, drawn back in lines, 

Like the beach grass that’s always blown one way; 
With such a melancholy in their faces 
I know that they have lived long in these places. 

The tides, the hooting owls, the daylight moons, 

The leprous lights and shadows of the mosses, 

The funereal woodlands of these coasts, 

Draped like a hearse, 

And memories of an old war’s ancient losses, 

Dwell in their faces’ shadows like gray ghosts. 

And worse — 

The terror of the black man always near. 

The drab level of the ricefields and the marsh 
Lend them a mask of fear. 


Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Hervey Allen 



DEAD MEN 

(To a Metaphysician) 

If they were shadows walking to and fro 
Upon a screen you call reality, 

Then, when the light fails, where do shadows go? 
This boy enigma rapes philosophy. 

But if they really occupied three-square, 

And now are only shadows on a screen. 

How can the light still cast a shadow there 
From shades of shadows that have never been? 

Such questions are a mimic pantomime 
Of ghosts to utter nothings in dream chairs. 
Myopia squinting in a mist of time. 

An eye that sees the eye with which it stares. 
Your light too clearly shows the ancient stigma 
Of questions solved by posing an enigma. 

The Bookman Hervey Allen 


SUMMER NIGHT 

Like a bell note shivered into fragments of fine sound: 
The summer night. But silence and the stillness do 
astound 

Me more than all this strange-go-round 
Of multitudinously minted chords along the ground. 

This is an edifice of silence, vast: 

Into the chinks of silence sound will creep 
A little while — and fall asleep. 

Its strength being spent and past. 

They say the crickets sing all night: 

I know 

They strike against the walls of silence, 

Insistently, a futile blow. 

The Measure Kenneth Slade Ailing 
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THE UNSCARRED FIGHTER REMEMBERS 
FRANCE 

That amazing holiday: 

Wine and brotherhood and passion, 

Paradisal in its way. 

Elemental in its fashion. 

Those of you that must come after, 

Will not know this blithe and brave 
Thing we met with vivid laughter, 

Standing by an open grave. 

The Measure Kenneth Slade Ailing 


FIRST ICE 

No wind will walk upon the water there. 

That wears the pale defiance of the ice; 

First ice, a crystallizing of the air, 

Thin, brittle. When the pond is frozen twice 
The water will be then congealed — and locked 
By shore and shore. Now there are open places, 
Dark mirrors where the clouds are making faces, 
The wind dislinms, as if he thought they mocked 
His play. 

GrujBF winter, airy, blithe as spring. 

With fragile fancies — ^men that deem him harsh 
Should see this ice today along the marsh, 

This magic of his momentary touch; 

For even early April would give much 
To build so light and delicate a thing. 

New York Evening Post Kenneth Slade Ailing 
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FEBRUARY THAW 


Now these ephemeral glaciers move. 

And racked apart by rain and sun, 

Disintegrate; and with strange cries, 

A thousand crying rivers run. 

Not yet the spring and singing frogs; 

But these bright rainbows of the ground 
Are promises, and they are words, 

And occult ecstasies of sound. 

The Measure Kenneth Slade Ailing 


‘THE TIME WHEN I WAS PLOWING” 

The time when I was plowing 
The fields and days were long, 

The weeds went back forever 
And the morning-glory clung; 

Behind the rumps of horses 
The sod ran off forever, 

With ea3rth the share was bright; 

The sod ran off forever, 

The days ran into night. 

The time when I was seeding 
With rain in the wind 
The fields and days were endless 
Under the sky’s end; 

Here with the disks’ turning 
And with the horses’ treading 
A white day was unending, 

And time was out of mind. 

The times when I was binding 
The fields and hours were wide; 

Clear to the utter sunset 



My sheaves lay side by side; 

And life was long as seeming 
In a dusk falling. 

And in the road the dust was brown 
With wagons going up to town. 

The time I drove my wagon 
Beside a tradesman’s door 
I dropped the reins and left it 
Nor reaped or seeded more. 

And years are counted pennies 
Dwindling to a score. 

The New Republic Maxwell Anderson 

SUNRISE TRUMPETS 

Dim wind pillared the hills: stiller than mist it 
seemed; 

Somewhere water challenged silence, somewhere 
water failed; 

Spiders brooded thick in silver and the willows 
dreamed . . . 

Then the wind crumpled richly; night paled. 

Black-eyed starlight dimmed; a voice blushed 
timidly; 

Sombre crimson crouched in shadow, rifts of hazel 
fire: 

Dawn a drowsy eagle, and the brief audacity 
Of thrushes fluting through the dew — one choir! 

O the lift, the liquid blindness of their throats! 

O the high white music and the blue plumes of the 
wind! 

Up I the crested moment points a sword! the flashing 
notes 

Of sunrise-trumpets! Up! dawn is javelined! 

The New Republic Joseph Auslander 
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CRYING, “THALASSUS!” 


Then, as now, let it be the drawl of rivers 
Parleying broken silver that compels 
With voice whose beauty burdens and delivers 
My dust to struggle like a stir of hells. 

To rally wild, remembering the streams 
Of all tile earth, rise valiantly, respond 
Some night when poised on swarthy silence dreams 
The moon, a great cool aqueous diamond! 

Oh! let desire go forth unpiloted 

And passionate to meet the glowing flood, 

Crying, ‘Thalassus is no longer dead: 

His fire trembles blindly in my blood!” 

Crying, “Thalassus is not dead, his fire 
Is in my blood and blinds me with desire!” 

Voices Joseph Auslmder 


SOMEWHERE A LONELY BIRD 

Somewhere a lonely bird makes incoherence lovelier 
Than song of knitted gold: 

0 I have never heard 

Slim water beating in a white-birch thicket 
Or deftly-syllabled singing bird 
So frail, so fugitive, so xmcontrolled! 

1 will not speak, nor with the shadow of my listening 
Affront your loneliness; 

Let me the rather go 

To mine, the agony of stammered words 

Your wild dark throat can hardly guess, 

Your wild dark music never, never know. 

The New Republic Joseph Auslander 
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WOMEN’S WAR THOUGHTS 

A room in Time from which a windotv looks 
on the Present. 

The Trumpets: 

Wake, 0 Women! 

A Woman at the Window: 

Oh, no more for women 

Shall the trumpets tear their throats! 

No more the white riders. 

Strong thewed and breastless 
Come reiving and raiding. 

We modem women are undone by our own 
preciousness. 

Like viols of few strings 

Plucked at by lovers in their silken intervals, 

Live in the prelude to our womanness. 

Our music seldom swings 

From the apassionata’s opening phrases 

Into the star-built theme of mastery. 

Not even like the Spartan women, 

Guardians of the Gate whereby life entering is 
made man 

By virtue of that clean divinity 
That lives in women’s flesh. 

Not ours to turn, 

Whose sons return not 

Borne on their shields or bearing them, 

To rear a sterner offspring to our conquerors. 

Trumpets sound, and summoning drums. 

Our sons are too much ours! 

Too much the child, that means, 

Too prone to keep us 

The condoning lap, the leaned on bosom, 

The ever pleased spectator of their plays 
Filling the gaps with ready make believe. 
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We talk of giving. 

Who cannot throb to world adventure 
Save through the still unsevered stalk of being. 
Who suffer, deep in the womb of our affection, 
Perpetual pangs of parturition. 

Suddenly the drums 

Quicken the male pulse of the world. 

The questing trumpets 

Seek out the part of them that is not us. 

And with a sword 

Time heals us of a too prolonged maternity. 

Flags go by, and the tips of bayonets, passing 
the window in full procession. 

Strange they should look so much alike! ' 

I cannot find my son’s 
Among the lean brown shanks, 

Crossing and uncrossing like the shears of Atropos 
To cut the thread of over-ripe autocracy. 

Nor trace the alien strains 

Gave rise to that steel glinting river, 

Frothed bright with banners. 

What tongues do trumpets speak, 

Welding all men into one moving unit? 

Women are welded at heart 
By the rhythm of rocking cradles. 

World- wide, they are starting awake to feel if one 
is well covered, 

Who at that moment may be lying stark in the 
trenches. 

Women of any nation, 

For the sake of a long sheared curl 
Between two leaves of a prayer book. 

Will weep on each other’s shoulders. 

But the word of the trumpet to men 
Is the seed of a forthright intention. 
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The drums go by, and the Allied banners. 
When I was young, my son, 

I dreamed of a life exempted as yours is today, 
From the claims of the past and the present, 

A tiny, two-penny candle to burn on the altar of 
Now. 


But the cant of a world made sleek by soul strok- 
ing phrases, 

Offered your life for mine. 

As though your life were a thing I could make 
For my soul’s diversion. 

To dangle before my mind 
And quiet its hunger. 

Oh, my son, how times like these give the He 
To that smug maternal illusion! 

Voices of Young Soldiers (singing ) : 

Land, my Land! 

Thy sons are going 

Where like a wind from the west we feel God 
blowing 

Kings from their seats and Empire from its stays. 
Land where the Vision blessed our fathers, 
Perfect in us thy praise! 


The Woman (repeating the word of the inner Voice ) : 
. . . You are no more to the making 
Than the nozzle is to the fountain. 

I am the source and the stream 

And the deeps to which I have called him. 

I will drink up the life of your son 
To quicken my harvest. 

I will take up his life and lay it 
To the lips of my larger purpose, 

Trumpeting forth my power. 

And my will to Freedom . . . 
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Young Soldiers {singing): 

Land, my Land! 

Thy sons go singing 

Forth to the work of our God, our lives free flinging 
Nothing withholden or scamped, for thy sake; 
Land, by whose voice the larger Freedom 
Has called the world awake! 

The Woman {muses ) : 

Life that passed through us, 

Did it leave no tang of the man strain, mordant, 
unruly . . . 

The Red Cross nurses go by. 

Yonder the barren women . . . 

Women whose breasts are scarcely grown 
But whose hearts are steadied with sHll, 

Will sit on the Pit’s red edge 
And hold back death with laughter. 

Bite back the moan in your throat, 0 my son. 

If the shrapnel tears you. 

Lest the imwed women say 
I was too woman-soft when I shaped you, 

I that am left to hand-waving, balcony service! 

The music grows faint in the distance. 

Why should we weep 

Who taught them to follow the music; 

We who attuned them 
To feints, pursuits, and surprises? 

Have we ever denied them die game that we should 
wonder 

When they go roaring forth to hunt one another? 
Blood . . . 

There is no virtue in blood • • . 

Any woman will tell you! 

Torn flesh . . . and a gay endurance . . . 

I did as much for you in the bearing. 

11 



War is a sickness sucked from your shiny toy male- 
ness. 

When your teeth have met on hard metal awhile 
You will be cured of your sickness. 

. . . And then 

We will go back to our playing, 

Sally, retreat, and ambush, handling and stroking, 
Till Peace is choked with the rising scum 
Of our passionate prepossessions. 

Was it you or I, son, 

Made this war, I wonder 1 

The Dial Mary Austin 


SHUT OUT 

Death bars me from my garden, but by the dusty 
road 

Glints many a vagrant blossom the wind’s caprices 
sowed. 

Death locks my door against me and flings the golden 
key 

To sink with many another beneath the moaning sea. 

But there are haunts for gypsies upon the heather 
moors, 

Where we share with one another the lore of out- 
of-doors; 

And gypsy tells to gypsy what healing herbs are best 

When the old wound starts a-throbbing and starlight 
brings no rest. 

Voices Katharine Lee Bates 
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SARAH THREENEEDLES 


(Boston, 1698) 

Py the grim grace of the Puritans she had been 
brought 

Into their frigid meeting-house to list 

Her funeral sermon before the rope ran taut. 

Soft neck that he had kissed! 

Through the narrow window her dazed blue eyes 
could see 

The rope. Like a glittering icicle it hung 

From the hoar cross-beam of the horrible gallows- 
tree. 

His arms about her flung! 

Two captive Indians and one Guinea slave, 

Hating at heart the merciless white God, 

In the stubborn ground were hacking her shallow 
grave. 

Sweet April path they trod! 

Her shivering neighbors thrilled to the fierce 
discourse 

Of the minister, who thundered the dire sting 

Of a sinner’s death till his vehement voice went 
hoarse. 

She heard lovers whispering. 

And still she stood while the frozen communion 
bread. 

That the preacher broke ere he poured the chilly 
wine, 

Rattling into the plates, her judges fed. 

Her food was more divine. 

The Double Dealer Katharine Lee Bates 
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AT CAMDEN 


But why, Walt Whitman, loveliest serenader 
Of “sane and sacred Death,” the veiled “Dark 
Mother,” 

From dread of dust our most assured dissuader, 

Why in this massive tomb your own dust smother? 
Why lavish thousands of your hidden treasure 
On that grim prison, you the gipsy lover 
Of leaves of grass in every dancing measure 
Caprices of their piper winds discover? 

Comrade of comrades, Child of Adam, lonely 
Your body bears its changes, walled from fusion 
Of friendly earth and dew, companioned only 
By grandeur, Death’s ironical delusion. 

April’s fresh voice, chanting her new Te Deum, 
Beats vainly on that sullen mausoleum. 

Voices Katharine Lee Bates 


PORTRAIT SONNETS 
1 

She was more like a tree upon a hill — 

More like a sycamore than anything — 

And was so much alone up there, that spring 
Or fall or summer she seemed quite to fill 
A place which otherwise had lacked the trill 
Of birds and grace of leafy gesturing. 

I think no one of us could know the sting 
Of high free windis could be so keen — and kill. 

But all of us remember how the shade 

Crept sometimes down the slope and lingered there 

Among the trees that grew along the stream. 

We feel a lesser frienaliness displayed 
Between us and the height — ^we miss a stair 
By which we climbed to know a hill-top dream. 

14 



2 

She must have lived so long with only trees 
For friends, and so have known at last too well 
Some certain curious facts she could not tell 
To anyone; for she found larger ease 
With things that had no faces, and took these 
To be a perfect sign of demon spell 
That soon or late would break the even hell 
Which seemed to be beyond this world’s appease. 

And now that she has lived a rapture there 
Where none of us would venture — ^now it seems 
Almost as if a greater wisdom crowned 
Her every day than favors even rare 
Or final moments with its surest gleams; 

Nor can she tell us what it was she found. 

3 

It was so much the way that tulips bloom. 

Her coming and the way she had with me — 

So much the way a tulip mocks a tree 
Which late in April keeps a winter gloom — 

That I, like one who guards in a close room 
Precarious fires, was wholly glad to see 
Such light, incautious burning — glad that she. 
Completely torch, made gay her certain doom. 

But since those bright, disturbing flowers are dark 
And lie, more ash than ember, on the grounds 
I feel a purpose in the brilliant play 
That was of very life, and less a mark 
Of folly than of knowing quite profound 
And perfect things about brief-living clay. 


4 

Sometimes when Eastern carpets wear so thin 
Their borders lie like fringes on the floor 
And even palace feet seem almost more 
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Than the frail dreams and legends held within 
Mere thread and silk can bear, we begin 
For the first time to see a deeper store 
Of meaning in the place that had before 
Shown nothing where a meaning should have been. 

Perhaps what seems futility in her 
Was, after all, the final strength of race 
Which, less flamboyant as it wins its goal. 

Became expressive of the things that were 
For each of us tlie highest certain grace — 

The ultimate design of his own soul. 

Voices Henry Bellamann 


GOD 

I often spend week-ends in heaven, 

And so I know him well. 

Most times he is too busy thinking things 
To talk; 

But then, 1 like his still aloofness 
And superior ease. 

I can’t imagine him in armor, or in uniform. 
Or blowing like a windy Csesar 
Across the fields of Europe, 

Or snooping in my mind 
To find what I am thinking, 

Or being jealous of the darling idols 
I have made. 

If ever that slim word — aristocrat — 

Belonged to anyone, it is to God. 

You should see him steadying the wings 
Of great thoughts starting out 
On flight — 

Very like a scientist trying a machine. 
Patrician, cool, in a colored coat 
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Rather like a mandarin’s; 

Silver sandals — quite a picture! 

I can’t see him 
Fluttering in wrathful haste. 

Or dancing like a fool. 

I don’t go there often — 

Only when I’m at my best. 

I save up things: 

Pictures of the sea wild with white foam, 

Stories of engines beating through the clouds. 
News of earth in storm and sun, 

Some new songs — ^the best. 

He’s fond of being entertained 

With what I choose to tell him of myself — 

Very kind about tomorrow. 

Indifferent of yesterday. 

He’s like that — 

God in his heaven — alone. 

I know, for I made him, put him there 
Myself. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Henry Bellamann 
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TWO SONNETS 


I 

Antigone and Helen — would they laugh 
To see La Belle Florinda shake her limbs? 

How would the sacred Eleusinian hymns 
Sound on the record of a phonograph? 

Oh, you who cherish La Belle’s autograph, 

Who serve her eyebrows and her slightest whims^ 
Oh, you who pay her supper bills at Tims’ 

Who pride yourself that you can stand the gaff — 

Would you be shocked beyond your puny wits 
Were you to stumble on the hidden glade 
Where Bacchanals and Helen danced and swayed 
Nude in the moonlight? Ah, the code that fils 
The glowing Broadway lights is much too staid 
To tolerate such frolics in the shade! 

II 

Or is it all illusion? Do the years 

Cover with glamor what was tawdry then? 

Did moralists and such like thunder when 
Antigone got drunk on Attic beers, 

And danced too freely mid the eager leers 
Of Plato’s seniors, who bought up the glen 
To prove to Athens that they lived like men — 
And gave Antigone the college cheers? 

It may be so, I should not think it strange, 
Herodias, Antigone, La Belle — 

One sisterhood. Perhaps we do not change 
As much as some pretend to think. Ah, well — 
Don’t let me spoil your pleasure in the show — 

For me, my vision of the long ago! 

David P. Berenberg 


The Measure 



THE DEATH OF A DANDY 

Charles Almery Henry Coatsworth, 1751-1825, 
only son — at least in the eyes of the law — of Henry, 
Lord Coatsworth by Georgiana, his fifth wife, becanae 
known as an exquisite while still at Eton. Coming 
up to London, after a brief but sartorially brilliant 
passage through Oxford, he soon outmoded the most 
extravagant macaroni of his day, particularly by his 
wigs, which assumed a height and elaboration hitherto 
unknown in England, He was said at this period 
to have employed three barbers, one to dress the side 
curls, one the bag of the wig and the third to apply 
the powder. He commonly called his barbers Clodio, 
Atropos, Lachesis, because, he said, they controlled 
his destiny. On one occasion he had himself carried, 
in his lacquered sedan chair, into the “Green Cocoa- 
nut” and suddenly appeared before the fops who 
habitually gamed there, quite naked, adorned only by 
a fantastic wig of curled and powdered hair. He after- 
wards referred to the incident as a boyish attempt to 
revive Restoration wit: “The spectacle,” he said, “was 
designed for philosophers, and I fell among scandal 
mongers.” He is said to have run the young Lord 
Sedley through in a duel because the latter had 
insulted the chaste memory of his mother, who had 
recently died in a delirium brought on, it may be 
hinted, by an indiscreet indulgence in mulled rum. 
He was, for a decade at least, the arbiter in elegance 
at the English court, and was only discredited when 
Brummel introduced a more sober mode. Their 
rivalry began when Brummel bribed Coatsworth’s 
valet to disclose the secret of that marvelous varnish 
which made Coatsworth’s boots the most envied of 
his day. He never married, though he was rumored 
to have formed several irregular attachments about 
the Court. He died in comparative obscurity amid 
surroundings of decayed extravagance . — Memoirs of 
Helen^ Lady Etheridge. 
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The exquisite banality of rose and ivory: 

Shadoivs of ivory carved into panels, stained 
And decayed in the ceiling; rose color looped. 
Casting a shadow of mauve; blown cherubs. 

Bulging in silver. 

Lift six tapers to the lighted mirror. 

A dusk, deep as the under side of a rose. 

Is curtained under the old bed-dome. 

Contracting the coverlet, a shape lies. 

Which may or may not be a man. 

What thoughts should an old man have 
In the London autumn. 

Between dusk and darkness? 

Behind the shrunken eyelids, what apparitions? 

What pebbles rattle in a dry stream? 

A boy with a pale lovely dissolute face 
sprawled on the green baize, among the cards, 
a Spanish pistol dropped from one hand. 

Seen from the glazed squares of the Club, a street 
cobbled with faces, bundles of rags and lice, 
a yellow dwarf rising with protruding face. 

Gilded Indian gamecocks, clawing blood 
amid the clapping of pale hairless hands. 

Lady Barfinger, masked in satin, disclosing her gums, 
labored graces of a cracked coquette. 

A Jew that came on sliding haunches, 
crouched, and with distended palms whined for his 
pledges. 

Alvanley 

embroidered in silver foil, poised at the court, 
the ball a mirror of silvery Alvanleys. 

Phantoms under a cloudy ceiling, uneasy images; 
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Sentences that never come to a period; 

Thoughts of an old dandy ^ shrunk to a nightgown. 

The chamfered fall of silken rose — 
muffling London and the autumn rain — 
lifts and recurves; 
a beautiful young man, 
naked, but for a superb white tiewig, 
moves in with the slow pacings of a cardinal 
dreaming on his cane. 

The firelight blushes on the suave 
thighs of the young man, as he glides 
from his calm, with an inessential gesture, 
to brush his tiewig. Palm upon knuckles, 
fingers over the cane-head, he regards 
amusedly his own face in the crystal. 

— “Without my powdered curled peruke, 

I were but a man. So, I am a dandy. 

For what was there to do, being no god 
burnished and strong, amorous of immortals, 
but to escape this disappointing body — 
punily erect, patched with scant hair, 
rank in its smell, too — 

by hiding it in silk and civet — ^adding to silver hair, 
pomp of vermilion heels? 

What else, indeed, unless to drown, 
all naked, to drown all sense in wine? 

They thought my wit was all in waistcoats, 
my epigrams pointed but with dainty tassels, 
when every ribbon that my fingers tied 
protested with a fragile, indolent disdain 
a world exquisitely old and gross and vain. 

So I gave them my jest — 
walkmg stark naked to the gaming room 
where the preened dandies leaned across their cards, 
their pale long fingers spread among the cards. 

They laughed; I did not laugh: so old, 
so pitiful, so pitiful, 



so brutal and so dark, the buffoonery. 

But the body’s the jest of Another — I make my 
obeisance!” 

Young Coats worth has become 
a naked glimmer on the lighted glass, 
fainter than the shimmer among rainy bees. 

An old man lies propped on a bed 
Counting the candles of the empty glass ^ 

An old man who has seen 

His own youth walking in the room. 

The window silk puffs with a winter gust, 
and Coatsworth, aetatis suae XXV, 
flapped in gold braid, crinkled in air-blue, 
with inscrutable precision 
bows in a lady, 

who repeats the scene with the graces of a marionette. 
— ^‘^Madam,” he says, addressing her panniers, 

'“^your bodice is miraculously a double moonrise, 
your throat the traditional swan’s white, 
but fuller; your lips an exciting cochineal. 

But, in truth, love is at best 
a fashionable intrigue, an accompliced secret, 
unendurable without grated orris root. 

Love remains to the proud mind 
a ladder loosened from the brazen tower, 
a furtive flight from the sentinelled domain 
where self is utterly contained in self. 

Though you ordered the death of a thousand roses, 

I’ve caught the breath of a garden, where 

no man has ever been, and the ripe fruit 

drops through the tarnished air 

unheeded, and yew trees are made peacocks. 

I thank you for your horrible favors. 

Adieu — ” 

The lady unravels to a ragged smoke; 

Coatsworth darkens with blood like a satyr. 



blushes in a burnish on the mirror, 
burns, and is gone. 

The dry skull stretches regretful claws. 

And the points of the tapers twist and hend — 
Sallow fingers of Jewish usurers. 

A rapier flicks through the curtains, 

like a needle of sunlight splintered on the sea. 

Coatsworlh presses before him — 

back to the fireplace — a panting stripling. 

A jet of wet red spurts from his shirt front; 
the youth sinks and dribbles in blood through the 
carpet. 

‘The end of such upstart heralds 
As would bar my shield to the sinister.” 

The reflected visage is rigid, 
puckered thinly with wrinkles. 

“What if I got my fingers’ trick — 
whether with rapiers or pufiBng neckclothes — 
from a confectioner of Bath 
whose fastidious years were spent 
tracing on cakes, white labyrinths of ice 
squeezing pink fondant into petalled buds? 

\^at that, overnight, through an open window, 
he got me because a crooked pear tree 
climbed to the window ledge? 

No man’s to call me bastard. 

I bear Lord Coatsworth’s name. I am his son! 

And what’s a murder more or less 

amid the inane fecundity of blood and sweat, 

A barmaid and a groom repair the loss.” 

The dead youth has subsided in blood, 
leaving the floor xmsoiled; 

Coatsworth has leapt through the silvered glass, 
leaving its flames unspoiled. 

His pallor stained by the rose dimmed dusk, 

The old man lies on his curtained bed, 
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Whimpering like a beggar in a wet loft 
When the wind^s found the cracks and the straw is 
cold. 

Coatsworth, modishly old, steps from the window 
folds with a gesture consciously Iragic; 
stands for a moment 
half Don Juan, half Childe Harold; 
and stalks, a magpie motley, 
black, buff and silver, up to the mirror. 

He regards the vain, brave fall 
of the surlout, the triple-tied neckcloth, 
the bronze hair brushed as in busts of Nero — 
then, with a posture almost Byronic, 
confides, in silence* 

“Amid llie bumpers, the scaffoldings, the ilex cones, 

I have ever worn the scorn of death 
with the careless grace of a bouttonicre. 

But let me be buried with a fiery choir, 
a scarlet and lace processional of boys, 
and priests too old to lift their stiffened folds, 
too wise to hold their clouded incense as a prayer. 

Tie up my chin, lest I should smile. 

And press into my hand my laurel cane 
where Daphne, with blown crinkled hair, feels the 
hard wood invade her silver thighs; 
leave me my snuff-box for its musty yawn 
and for its intricate cool ivory 
showing an April faun at his desires; 
probate my will, offer my house for rent* 

I had thought to find a languor; to attain 

a gallant erudition in the snuff-box and the canc; 

to restore a tarnished splendor, 

ceremonious as stole, 

gorgeous like a vestment — ^yet urbane; 

between the opening and the closing of the doors, 

to have stood between the sconces, ripe in silk, 
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ancestral laces falling to a sword; 
reflected in the parquetry, to dream 
of Giorgone in a tricorn, and high wigs 
powdered with palest silver, piled like clouds; 
of odorous mummied rose, grown dusty with a queen, 
tender and slight and proud. 

But I have sat so long 

before so many mirrors, I’m afraid, 

afraid at last that I may be 

a shadow of masks and rapiers between the 
girandoles, 

A satin phantom, gone when the wax is down.” 

He becomes a toothless grimace 
between the moveless cherubs, silver blown. 

Under the lustred bed-dome^ in the curtained dusk^ 

A throat moans — the sudden and lonely 
Cry of one long ridden by a nightmare^ 

Who wakes and finds it is no dream. 

Old Coatsworth unravels from the bed clothes — 

A ghost unwinding its burial linen — 

And stands, toes clutched and indrawn. 

Ridiculously muffled in linen ruffles; 

Totters slowly to the glass 

To find therein, grinning wide with terror. 

The toothless mist of the last apparition. 

Shrieking, he plucks a candle from its socket 
And drives the double flame into darkness. 

Another, another, another; 

Four tapers extinguish their windy stains 
In a smear of wax on the mirror. 

Another flame drops from a bony claw. 

Like the drums of a defeat, his heart sounds. 

And he peers at the dwindling face in the mirror — 
The face of a dandy brought to a shroud. 

Clutching the last tremulous candle 
The old dandy sways; 



Clings to the au. 

And sinks in a slow movement of exhausted mirth. 

The mirror is heavy with shadows 

And a white candle spreads a film on the hearthstone. 

Vanity Fair John Peale Bishop 


A NEW HAMPSHIRE BOY 

Under Monadnock, 

Fold on fold, 

The world’s faL kingdoms 
Lie unrolled. 

Far in the blue south 
City-smoke, swirled, 

Marks the dwellings 
Of the kings of the wtirld. 

Old kings and broken. 

Soon to die, 

Once you had little. 

As little as I. 

Smoke of the city. 

Blow in my eyes — 

Blind me a little, 

Make me wise. 

Dust of the city, 

Blow and gust — 

Make me, like all men, 

Color of dusL 

I stand on Monadnock, 

And seem to sec 
Brown and purple kingdoms 
Offered to me. 

Poetry p A Magazine of Verse Morris Bishop 



ECCLESIASTES 


In the smoke-blue cabaret 
She sang some comic thing: 

I heeded not at all 

Till “Sing!’’ she cried, “Sing!” 

So I sang in tune with her 
The only song I know: 

“The doors shall be shut in the streets, 

And the daughters of music brought low.” 

Her eyes and working lips 

Gleamed through the cruddled air — 

I tried to sing with her 

Her song of devil-may-care. 

But in the shouted chorus 
My lips would not be stilled: 

“The rivers run into the sea. 

Yet the sea is not filled.” 

Then one came to my table 

Who said, with a laughing glance, 

“If that is the way you sing, 

Why don’t you learn to dance?” 

But I said: “With this one song 
My heart and lips are cumbered — 

The crooked cannot be made straight. 

Nor that which is wanting, numbered.’ 

“This song must I sing, 

Whatever else I covet — 

Hear the end of my song, 

Hear the beginning of it: 

‘More bitter than death the woman 
(Beside me still she stands) 

Whose heart is snares and nets, 

And whose hands are bands.’ ” 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse Morris Bishop 
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THE WEAVER 


The shuttles of the sun fly fast 
Between a warp of boughs; 

The master weaver’s at his work, 

Fulfilling all his vows. 

In spring, his loom is full of bloom, 

In summer full of green; 

But when the crickets wake and sing, 

His Tyrian wares are seen. 

With royal purple, red and gold. 

With brown, or silver gray. 

He dowers each weed and bush and tree — 
Then wanders far away. 

He fares unto a realm of snow, 

To test more subtle gleams; 

On wintry nights, his Northern Lights 
Are shuttles, weaving dreams. 

The Chicago Tribune Charles G. Blanden 


OVERTONES 

So softly sang a bird, 

So gently flowed the stream. 

The overtone I heard 

Perchance was but a dream. 

One spake so sweet and low, 

And went so soon away, 

My heart will never know 
What thrilled it yesterday. 

The Chicago Tribune Charles G. Blanden 



YESTERDAY 


All days gone by are one with Yesterday; 

Then yesterday it was that Helen shone, 

And Homer sung, and rose the Parthenon; 

Twas yesterday the Greeks were crowned with bay 
And flowers, and every marble-gleaming way 
Festooned for Salamis or Marathon; 

’Twas yesterday the Jews in Babylon 
Were slaves; the Nazarene in prison lay. 

Loud thunder, yesterday, shook heaven and earth; 
One sound was Lexington, one Waterloo, 

And one was from the Marne; yea, all events 
Mingle; and we who yesterday had birth, 

And may perchance not live this bright morn through, 
Are but as foam upon a sea immense. 

The Chicago J'ribune Charles G. Blanden 


LITTLE WINDOWS 

I 

From dusk to dawn, the worlds on high 
In haughty splendor pass — 

Give me the friendly worlds that lie 
At mom upon the grass, 

II 

The wood bums down to embers, 

The embers fall to ashes; 

But still my heart remembers 
To warm its cold Decembers 
At fires beneath your lashes. 

III 

I did not see you draw; 

So swift the thrust you made, 
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1 did not teel the hlade; 

Twas only when I saw 
The hate within your eye. 

Love felt that he must die. 

IV 

From Arcady to Avalon 
Are many roads to go: 

Through foamy lanes of azure seas, 

Through mountain trails of snow. 

I’ll take a shorter way, tonight, 

Adown a moonlit stream; 

From Arcady to Avalon 
I’ll journey in a dream. 

The Chicago Tribune Charles G. Blanden 


DEAR MINNA 
I 

Catastrophe in a bric-a-brac shop. 

The proprietor lies murdered. 

Pieces of jars, cups, and vases 
Have attained the disorderly freedom 
That is so objectionable 
To scholars and bankrupt fanatics. 

Once the jars, cups, and vases 
Were unyielding and symmetrical 
And itnmersed in their task of holding nothing. 
Now they rest in pieces; 

Spell many an accidental sentence; 

Renounce the hollow lie. 

0 Death, you shatter objects 
That were small and inflexible 
And give them little mysterious 
Possibilities. 
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And we are grateful to you for that. 

Our eyes become weary scanning the living array. 
Each man takes his inch of belief 
Upon the Shelves, and will not move. 

Soon we know what he will say; 

Know the accompanying gestures 
That he will never forsake; 

Know the exact amount of space 
To which he insists on reducing his grace. 

Yet we must continue to see and listen! 

II 

Dear Minna, visit the orderly salons 
And look for missing Fixtures. 

Another poet or critic may be dead. 

Bringing to us our bit of pleasure. 

Dear Minna, buy the newspapers 
And read the relieving list of deaths. 

Banker, Freudian, and Dadaist 
Knocked from the bric-a-brac Shelves 
And altered to uncertain shadows, 

Exquisitely invisible, inviting 
Curiosity and conjecture. 

It is well that we are metaphysical. 

We must not lose the only delight 

That springs from peering at the living figures. 

Death must not become 

A mere black frame surrounding 

The memorized reiterations. 

Death must remain a surmise; 

Swallower of all traditions. 

And against his black must appear 
The colored gymnastics of words^ 

The antics of unchained ideas; 

The ^'rninor” and “decadent’’ host. 

III 

Dear Minna, insanity 

Is the rapture with which certain men 
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Discover new combinations of words 

Accidentally released 

By a convulsion within their heads. 

When the catastrophe occurs 

The cups, jars, and vases are broken 

And wild hands play with them. 

Dear Minna, I love the promises 
Of insanity rounding your face. 

But be not always spontaneous. 

Let your madness approach 
Objects, with a conscious gallantry — 

The first note in perfection. 

The Nation Maxwell Bodenheim 


TWO SONNETS TO MY WIFE 

I 

Because her voice is Schonberg in a dream 
In which his harshness plays with softer keys 
This does not mean that it is void of ease 
And cannot gather to a strolling gleam. 

Her voice is full of manners, and they seem 
To place a masquerade on thought and tease 
Its strength until it finds that it has knees. 
And whimsically leaves its heavy scheme. 

Discords can be the search of harmony 
For worlds that lie beyond the reach of poise 
And must be captured with abandoned hands. 
The music of my wife strives to be free, 

And often takes a light unbalanced voice 
While madly walking over thoughtful lands. 

II 

My wife relents to life and does not speak 
Each moment with a deft and rapid note. 
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Sometimes a clumsy weirdness finds her throat 

And ushers in a music that is weak 

And bargains with the groping of her heart. 

But even then she plays with graver tones 

That do not sell themselves to laughs and moans, 

But seek the counsel of a deeper art. 

She drapes her loud emotions in a shroud 
Of glistening thought that waves above their dance, 
And sometimes parts to show their startled eyes. 
The depths of mind within her have not bowed 
To sleek emotion with its amorous glance. 

She slaps its face and laughs at its surprise! 

The Measure Maxwell Bodenheim 


INSTRUCTIONS FOR A BALLET 

Raise the right foot — bound in sheer 
Reasons of white and gold — 

One inch from the black stage-floor. 

Then perform these torpid words: 

“Money is dangerous to men: 

It shames the clearness of their thoughts.” 

After thus accounting 

For the loquacious smallness 

Of those rare gifts that come from doubting men, 

Tear the left foot vigorously 

From the black grip of the floor, 

And attend its nakedness 
With this coronation of words: 

“Money is emptiness 
Curiously violated by colour. 

Crown it with originality 

That bums with careless discernment, 

And amaze the limpid 
Familiarity of Time.” 
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After thus accounting 
For an improbable situation. 

Abandon the farce and shrewdly 
Tiptoe across the stage. 

Peering down at your feet 
And mistaking their lean mysteries 
For possibilities in syncopation. 

Having thus emulated 

The tension of a psycho-analyst 

Who confuses routines with causes, 

Suddenly kneel upon the floor, 

Limp with the collapse of sightless longing. 

And raise one hand to the sky 

While clenching the other hand at your audience. 

Of Occidental religions. 

Then dance across the stage, 

Giving complex decisions to your legs 
And interrupting the dance with a pause 
In which you question its cumbersome cause. 
Having thus defended 

The broken rhythm of Western philosophers — 
Sprinkled with a carnival of details — 

Change the dance to a borrowed waltz, 

Picking suave tricks from a harp 
That lacks an ascending scale of notes. 

And insisting that the result is music. 

The end of the ballet should portray 
A gradual sinking to the floor, 

With plentiful whispers resenting 
The final intrusion of Buddha. 

The Dial Maxwell Bodenheim 

MEMORY 

Do not guard this as rich stuff without mark 
Closed in a cedarn dark, 

Nor lay it down with tragic masks and greaves 
Licked by the tongues of leaves, 
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Nor let it be as eggs under the wings 
Of helpless startled things, 

Nor encompassed by song, nor any glory 
Perverse and transitory. 

Rather, like shards and straw upon coarse ground, 
Of little worth when found: 

Rubble in gardens, it and stones alike, 

That any spade may strike. 

The New Republic Louise Bogan 


WOMEN 

Women have no wilderness in them, 

They are provident instead, 

Content in the tight hot cell of their hearts 
To eat dusty bread. 

They do not see cattle cropping red winter grass, 
They do not hear 

Snow water going down under culverts 
Shallow and clear. 

They wait, when they should turn to journeys, 

They stiffen, when they should bend. 

They use against themselves that benevolence 
To which no man is friend. 

They cannot think of so many crops to a 6 eld 
Or of clean wood cleft by an axe. 

Their love is an eager meaninglessness 
Too tense or too lax. 

They hear in any whisper that speaks to them 
A shout and a cry. 

As like as not, when they take life over their door-sill 
They should let it go by. 

The Measure Louise Bogan 
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THE ALCHEMIST 


I burned my life, that I might find 
A passion wholly of the mind, 

Thought divorced from eye and bone 
Ecstasy come to breath alone. 

I broke my life, to seek relief 
From the flawed light of love and grief. 

With mounting beat, the utter fire 
Charred existence and desire. 

It died low, ceased its sudden thresh. 

I had found unmysterious flesh 
Not the mind’s avid substance, still 
Passionate beyond the will. 

The New Republic Louise Bogan 


THE CROWS 

The woman who has grown old 
And knows desire must die. 

Yet turns to love again, 

Hears the crows’ cry. 

She is a stem long hardened, 

A weed that no scythe mows. 

The heart’s laughter will be to her 
The crying of the crows. 

Who slide in the air with the same voice 
Over what yields not and what yields, 

Alike in spring, or when there is only bitter 
Winter burning in the fields. 

The Literary Review, 

N. Y- Evening Post Louise Bogan 
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CLOUDS 


Clouds always seem such helpless things 
When slapped by wind across the skies, 

Or torn to feathery flecks and strings 
If winds blow counterwise. 

And anyone, observing, sees 

With something that is almost pain 
Their reaching down at roofs and trees 
With fragile hands of rain. 

The Lyric West 0. J. Bowles 


THE SURPRISE 

Life is full of subtle things, 

Singular surprises: 

Splendid memories hide their wings 
Under quaint disguises. 

That old lady over there 
With the crooked bonnet, 

Once her gay and piquant air 
May have bred a sonnet. 

That forlomj unshaven wretch, 

All in rags and tatters, 

May have let his fancy stretch 
To diviner matters. 

I myself, too pale and old 
Longer to aspire. 

Under my demeanor cold 
Nurse celestial fire. 

The Outlook Gamaliel Bradford 
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CHERRY-BUDS 


When cherry-buds appear 

And the dainty May is young, 
The joys of love, my dear. 
Should not be said or sung. 


And when the autumn leaf 
Is dying, dying, dead. 

Love in its lonely grief 

Should not be sung or said. 

Tempo Gamaliel Bradford 

A COMMON CASE 

She tossed a soul 
In the air for sport; 

But she missed her goal 
And her aim fell short, 

And she let it lie 

In a dark, dark place, 

And wither and die — 

Just a common case. 

Voices Gamaliel Bradford 

THE THING TO DO 

For, after all, the thing to do 

Is just to put your heart in song, 

To let your passions glimmer through. 

Your whole life, be it right or wrong. 

And some will laugh and some will frown. 

And some will shake their heads and sigh, 

^‘These things should not be written down’’ — 

But all will listen eagerly. 

Contemporary Verse Gamaliel Bradford 
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THE ANNIVERSARY 


The mighty tides of fate still ebb and flow. 

The mighty moons of fortune wax and wane. 
Death and disaster out of pleasure grow 
And God’s high ecstasy returns again. 

Some green, delightful oases are found 
In the enormous desert of despair, 

Some lovely acres of enchanted ground, 

Some sunny regions of celestial air. 

But that which grows where nothing flourisheth, 
And that which blooms where ruin else would be, 
And that which heals the sting of even death 
Is love — and I love thee and thou lov’st me. 

Scribner^s Magazine Gamaliel Bradford 


THE FABRIC 

She could untangle without scandal 
The complicated tlireads of Fate, 

Was amply competent to handle 

Her stocks and bonds and real estate. 

She thought she could maintain unbattered 
The fine, firm fabric of her wits; 

And then love came along, and shattered 
The structure into little bits. 

Contemporary Verse Gamaliel Bradford 
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ILLIMITABLE 


Parting love, far -fled content, 

Illimitable woe — 

For a thousand kisses spent 
Kiss me, and I will go. 

Age with all its wrinkled fret 
Waits us ere we know, 

Age, the nurse of pale regret — 

Kiss me, and I will go. 

Contemporary Verse Gamaliel Bradford 


AFTERMATH 

Dear, tliey are singing your praises, 
Now you are gone. 

But only I saw your going, 

I . . . alone . . , in the dawn. 

Dear, they are weeping about you. 
Now you are dead. 

And they’ve placed a granite stone 
Over your head. 

I cannot cry any more. 

Too burning deep is my grief. . . . 
I dance through my spendthrift days 
Like a fallen leaf. 

Faster and faster I whirl 
Toward the end of my days. 

Dear, 1 am drunken with sadnesi, 

And lost down strange ways. 

40 



If only the dance would finish 

Like a flash in the sky . . . oh, soon, 

If only a storm would come shouting — 
Hurl me past stars and moon! 

The Liberator Louise Bryant 


DONALD EVANS 

So I shall never hear from his own lips 
That things had gone too ill with him awhile 
Nor ever see again, but in eclipse, 

The brown precision of his smile. 

It does not seem his way at all. 

To shoot no firecracker to a friend 
But to make the usual interval 
Unusual and finite and an end. 

It is not hushed, like other deaths, nor grim. 

Nor tragic nor heroic news, 

But more as if we had not noticed him 
Go by on lightly squeaking shoes 

And down the coffins of the race 
Tiptoe and stumble till he found his own. 

Then clear his throat and decorate his face 
With the consummate silence of a stone. 

The Dial Witter Bynner 


PAX 

Our Father Who, in clay 
From Eden, set that root 
Through which to Thee we may 
Yield goodly deeds as fruit 
Of faith man oifers up 
With Sacrificial Cup: 
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We hail Thee, One of Three, 

Sole Power Whose purpose sealed 
Thy Word, the Peace-Decree, 

Through Whom Thou wert revealed; 
0 Sire of Shepherd, yea, 

Of fold, and flock astray! 

And Thou, Peace-Prince, in Whom 
Both King and Priest are blent; 
Wliose Lateran Upper Room 
First throned Thy Sacrament — 
Thyself-~Whose Vatican 
Is now the heart of man; 

We hail Thee Christ, withal, 

Who left in Peter’s care 
Thy Keys Pontifical; 

0 Thou Wlio didst not spare 
That very Self of Thine 
Concealed in Bread and Wine! 

Thou, too, 0 Living Light 
In Glory’s vesture-gold. 

Whose pallium (as white 
As Lamb in Heaven’s Fold) 

Binds Thee, with crosiered Son 
And Shepherd’s Sire, as One: 

We hail Thee, lingering Dove, 

At hover in the dome 
Rock-pillared; Thou above 
The cathedra of Rome, 

0 Truth Who may but rest 
Within the Spouse’s breast! 

Thou Hidden All Whom speech 
Of cieaturc may not name 
In order, since that Each 
In glory is tlie same; 

0 Sacred, Triple-Crowned 
Supremacy profound! 



On this Thy Sabbath feast, 

Thrice Holy, do Thou deign 
To bless our Sovereign Priest 
So that, through him, his reign 
May Tvin that peace but won 
Through Mercy’s benison. 

Even as Nature’s green 
Doth shine with hope in Thee — 
Thy Vicaress, the Queen 
Of that Theocracy 
Which Thou dost rule through her 
Whose edicts may not err — 

So shine the emerald beams 
Of hope from Peter’s gem, 

0 Thou Whose ruby gleams 
With rays of love on them: 

Thy Vicar, Holiness, 

And Beauty’s Vicaress! 

Hail, Triarchy! Immerse 
Thy blessed olive bough 
In rain-bow, and asperse 
Souls militant whom Thou 
Dost ever lead afield 
Through him who may not yield; 
Yea, even as he at Mass 
Sends forth the pax of Christ 
So that the kiss may pass 
To Redeemed from Sacrificed, 
May fostering Pius thus 
Pass on Thy peace to us 

And if Thy Justice still 
Wouldst chasten home and mart 
With sword, deign Thou to will 
Tranquillity of heart 
To her whose hallowed blade 
Is ever drawn in aid 



Of our dread battlefare. 

Ah! then her children, far 
Yet ever near, would share 
That peace which Michael’s War 
Broke not in Heaven— that great 
True peace of soul and State. 

Grant such, 0 Trinal Mace. 

Through Thy Vicegerent’s See 
To men in whom Thy grace 
Prompts each, as child, to plea: 
0 Father, Sanctifier 
And Saviour — ^Triune Sire! 

Deliver us from ill, 

If not from war and strife 
Permitted here until. 

With branch from Tree of Life 
Thy Dove wings o’er the dark 
Of doom to Peter’s Ark, 

Lead Thou, Paternal Hand 
In Whom Thy peoples trust, 

All hearts in every land 
From bonds, and ways unjust, 
Yea, draw by Adam’s cords, 
Tiaraed Lord of Lords, 

Our souls to peace of Heaven 
Who wait the Sign of Love 
In benediction given 
From Balcony Above; 

Thou Crosier, Sceptre, Rod, 
August Almighty God! 


TTinity Sunday, 1922 
The Catholic World 


Francis Carlin 



TO MY LITTLE SON 


I cannot lose the thought of you; 

It haunts me like a little song; 

It blends with all I see or do 
Each day, the whole day long. 

The train, the lights, the engine’s throb. 

And that one stinging memory: 

Your brave smile broken with a sob 
Your face pressed close to me. 

Lips trembling far too much to speak; 

The arms that would not come undone; 

The kiss so salty on your cheek; 

The long, long trip begun. 

I could not miss you more, it seemed; 

But now I don’t know what to say: 

It’s harder than I ever dreamed 
With you so far away. 

Leavenworth 

The Liberator Ralph Chaplin 


BOOKS AND READING 

These journals, notes, and missives of the dead — 
These poems of all ages — ^form a kind 
Of ever fresh ambrosia for the mind; 

And we like half-gods, as it were, cloud-fed 
On song and thought and parable, break bread 
With all the wits and poets of mankind, 

Who looked on life and left their souls behind 
With ours immortally companioned. 
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Rather than honors, riches, and renown — 

By heaven, Fd rather be like one of those! — 
One who in thought so close enwrapped himself 
As to live penniless and die unknown, 

Leaving no record of his joys or woes, 

Save a small volume on the scholar’s shelf. 

The Yale Review John Jay Chapman 


THE GRANDFATHER 

There’s a kind of morning prayer 
In the air 

That recalls the song and praise 
Of other days. 

And the lilacs all in bloom. 

And the sunny breakfast-room — 

Open windows to the ground 
All around; 

Lawns a-glitter with the dew, 

Scents from many a field and flower 
In that eeirly, quiet hour 
Greeted you. 

For, in coming down the stairs 
You could smell delicious airs — 

The whole country-place seemed theirs; 

Were they creeping in to prayers, 

Or passing through. 

Or visiting the vases freshly set 
On the mantel, in the comer cabinet? 

Was it lilies, was it pinks or mignonette? 

What they were I’ll hardly say — 

Roses, roses anyway! 

I smell them yet. 

Just a mom like this, and ihen 
Came the maids (there were no men) 

One or two 

Decent maids; then jolly children not a few. 
And with shuffling of the chairs 
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They prepared the place for prayers. 

Romping through; 

And scarcely grew more tame 
When the silent moment came. 

For they knew 
When Grandpapa appeared 
He was little to be feared 
By the crew. 

And their mothers were in bed. 

(For surely for such notions 
As family devotions 

There’s little to be said.) 

So the ancient prayers were read 
By that brilliant-eyed old man, 

Full of reverence, full of grace, 

To the children of his clan 
In the quaint old country-place 
That had nursed the elder race 
With its bloom. 

And he kneeled where they had kneeled, 

And the odors of the field 
Filled the room. 

Scrihnefs Magazine John Jay Chapman 


SUMMER’S ADIEU 

The lanes are green; the skies, bedight 
With puffs of fleecy clouds, are bright; 
All else, asleep — ^you’d almost guess — 
In deep midsummer leafiness. 

But ah, the twinkling poplar-spray! 

A little breeze has found its way 
Under the beech and cherry tree, 
Penetrating busily. 

Muttering as it passed the dell 
To every fern: “‘Awake, farewell!” 
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They stir, they flutter, shift and search 
Like maiden dames that doze in church; 

Fan themselves and blink again. 

While the parson drones, Amen; 

Then the summery sleep descends 
Half-way before the sermon ends. 

Another gust: the gossip leaves, 

Roused by the rustle of the sheaves 
In neighbor corn-fields, catch the news 
And waft each other fond adieux. 

Oh, a joyous scene is then 
Acted in every little glen; 

For the branches toss their tresses 
In good-byes that are caresses: — 

Farewell, sisters, we have known 
Secrets to the world unshown, 

Friendships, follies all our own; 

All day long such merry meetings. 

With our eager whispered greetings; 

Sober talks, amusing chatter, 

Scandal sweet, and idle patter 
On some dear delicious matter; 

Starry nights when we have stood 
Bathed in a beatitude 
By the still, celestial mirth 
Of the silent midnight earth; 

Fleeting dreamlands when the moon 
Swam like a dolphin in a swoon 
O’er the mist-encumbered meadows 
Chasing the affrighted shadows. 

And the daylight C2une too soon. 

We have lived and counted gain 
Shower and sunshine, mist or rain, 

Loved and lived and loved again. 

Thus the leaves in every dell 
Bend and nod and bid farewell. 

Scribner^s Magazine John Jay Chapman 
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LINCOLN 


He walked among us and we passed him by 
And thought him but a country lawyer, crude 
As our red prairies are, and more than rude 
Who reveled in his jokes and deviltry. 

We could not know the heart within that breast 
Until the blood flowed freely from the wound 
A madman made; then was it that we found 
That God had loaned us for a time His Best. 

And now the nations, since their kings are gone, 
Have taken him across the wide-flung sea 
To rule their hearts as well as ours; to be 
The goal of their desires, with breaking dawn. 

The Living Church Thomas Curtis Clark 


UPON READING A VOLUME OF ANCIENT 
CHINESE POETRY 

And here, in this old book, we find discussed 
The themes we choose today: business and toil, 
Knowledge and fame, weariness bom of moil, 
Daydreams of youth, visions of love and lust; 
Whether it pays to work that one may live, 

Whether it pays to live, if work is all; 

How one may think great thoughts in one room small, 
How one may gain great wealih, if he but give; 

Here one may learn the foolislmess of pride, 

The curse of gold; and here are saintly prayers 
For high celestial joys: by mystic stairs 
These old philosophers and poets tried 
To burst the doors of heaven, as do we — 

And as they will who after us shall be. 


The Chicago Post 


Thomas Curtis Clark 



THREE GREAT LADIES 

They seemed a sort of frame for the town’s life, 

In their old houses, wide with porch and wing, 
Bowered with syringa, snowdrop, flowering currant. 
On a green street of elms and lawns and leisure, 

A quarter of a century ago; 

Three powerful New England Abbesses 
Dwelling secluded in their Priories. 

I 

THE VICTORIAN 

She drove behind an ambling chestnut horse 
In a high stilted buggy; at home she rolled 
Like a plump pea about the stately pod 
Of her centennial house. She lived at ease 
On the invested habits saved and stored 
For seventy years; and kept her bygone place 
As the Preceptor’s wife she once had been, 

Up at the old Academy. Plump and smooth 
Were her jowls, like an infant’s; and not more 
Tranquil an infant’s breath in sleep, than heaved 
The small round of her bodice in the sermon. 

When she took lilies-of- the-valley down 
To lay them alongside the Latin stone 
Upon her scholar-husband’s mossy grave 
She stooped with placid eyes, and turned away 
With placid eyes, contented with herself, 

(Or so, at any rate, I always judged) 

To think that she had not forgotten him. 

II 

THE AMAZON 
The ample body of this Amazon 
(Or if you like to call her an old Roman) 

Was like a porcelain stove, where late at night, 
Richly and gustily her spirit crackled. 
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Her tongue was like a flag ripped with the wind. 
Her church was one exotic in New England; 

And by her countenance there must have been 
Latin or Oriental blood in her. 

Her ancestors were canny mountain lawyers, 
Judges, commissioners, and Congressmen, 

Who in their boyhood, ploughing out the rocks 
From their broad, beautiful and barren fields, 

Held open in the other hand their Blackstone. 

This their descendant jeered at sorrow and want, 
Dared her old age to come upon her, found 
Her loneliness a tonic. In the end. 

In her last illness, in her ninetieth year, 

She seemed, like a hawk, to fly into the face 
Of her own death, and beat it with fierce wings. 

Ill 

THE VESTAL 

Those thickly gathered, uniformly brown 
Skirts, and brown comb in sleekly parted hair, 

Still seem to me more nunlike than the veil; 

And she more delicately virginal 

Than the most soft young sylph; more innocent 

Her worn, enduring body of eighty years. 

Her pleasant patrimony all was spent 
In her fond brother’s ventures; she began, 

In comfort-loving middle age, to save. 

Closely to save and turn; I will not say 
To scrimp, of what was so serenely done, 

With such a dedicated fixirmess. More, 

As years went by, her face, her house, her ways, 
Withdrew into their mould. Time made her face 
More and more gaunt, more rigorous and more sweet 
Her house more mystic, stately and forlorn; 

It’s pictures more symbolic and more strange, — 
Pictures of heaven, and of pilgrimage. 

Through downward shutters scarcely did the sun 
Force in a lath of light to show their strangeness. 
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Order and peace in her cold kitchen; order 
And peace in her faintly warmed sitting-room. 
Something about it made you fanciful; 

A person, might imagine that he heard 
Beating of wings, hushed beating of the wings 
Of her familiar saint of self-control. 

Scribner^ $ Magazine Sarah N. C leghorn 

MOUNTAINS 

It’s fenced all round with mountains where we live, 
‘‘Like as Jerusalem,” the Bible says; 

You know, “as round about Jerusalem.” 

Some people feel the mountains “on their chests^*; 
They feel them like forbidding walls, they say. 

That scant the winter days, and darken them. 

But that’s not true; for winter afternoons 
Are pieced out by the long-drawn afterglow. 

Blaze Mountain must have got its name from that, 
Although it’s not like firelight, but darker. 

More purpling; cooler. The artist that comes here 

Has never painted Blaze. His favorite 

Is Bald Fowl; but he doesn’t call it Bald Fowl, 

He calls it Eagle Peak, or Lair of the Winds. 

“Lair of the Winds by Moonlight” was one picture. 
Blueberry Mountain, Blaze, and Catamount 
Are all more suitable, I think, to paint; 

They’re closer wooded, and a rounder shape. 

Or Windward Mountain; for it has a rock, 

A kind of castle clifiF, that strangers take 
For a hotel, sometimes. 

On Blueberry 

There is a pond, where Daniel Webster came 
And made a speech, some eighty years ago; 

And all the villages, for miles around, 

Went up with toy log-cab?nf; i ud hard cider 
Free for all comers. Strai'\iri always say 
We ought to mark the spot; it’s well known. 
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The one I like the best is Pioneer, 

Chiefly, I guess, because I used to live 
Over the saddle of it, in a town 
So little, and so backward, it’s gone out 
Like damp leaves in a bonfire. And our house, 

Our square one-chimneyed house, our sagging barn, 
Our lilacs, locusts, and great wineglass elm — 

The deer stray all over the old place now. 

I saw a young fawn in the schoolhouse door, 

And I was half afraid the timbers might 
Fall in and break its pretty, fragile spine. 

I frightened it away, and it ran down 
Right over where we used to keep our bees, 

And made me think of the last night my brother 
Julius . - . my youngest brother , . . was alive. 
— ^But that was years and years and years ago. 

That long blue mountain, Lebanon, on the west, 

Has always seemed to me a fairy place, 

Largely, I take it, from its Bible name: 

^‘Cedars of Lebanon”; I used to think 
There must be cedars on the other side, 

For I could see the kind of woods on this side; 
Maples and birches — ^white and yellow birches, 
Hemlock and spruce and patches of dark pine. 

But there was more than cedars calling me 

To Lebanon; a village over there 

Beyond the Hollow, where I had a cousin . . , 

The Nation Sarah N. Cleghorn 


THE VERMONTER DEPARTING 

jJo '"rove alone beside his sugar bush; 

His measure-pacing horse was not quite slow 
Enough to let him fill his deepening eyes 
With the wine-washed November afterglow. 



In silence sunk, he took the windy turn 

Round the gulfed woods, and past the Tories’ well 
The falls of Little River in his ears 

(Or in his memory!) sounded like a shell. 

The mountains had been hidden. Now, near home, 

He saw them: Windward, in its barren pride; 
Blaze, with its sunset rocks; and Pioneer, 

The cloven giant of that countryside. 

Their leaflessness, their stillness and their age 
He let his spirit drink. He slowed again 
His ancient horse, and stayed to look his fill 
All that last hour before the evening train. 

Everybody's Magazine Sarah N, Cleghorn 


FIVE INCONSEQUENTIAL CHARMS 

CHARM FOR A SILVER SPOON 
Spoon, 0 spoon, 

Wrought from thin silver, 

Bright as a small moon. 

Drollest and most companionable 
Of all utensils of the housewife’s table, 

Be serviceable beside my cup of tea 

And by tlie fire share bread and milk with me. 

CHARM ON MAKING A BED 
With sheets cool and smooth 
I bid you bring rest. 

With the fleece of soft blankets 
Lap warmly the spirit, 

With the quaintness of quilts 
Give whimsical dreams. 
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CHARM FOR RUNNING WATER 
Hesitator, 

Faltering from pool to pool, 

Leaping like a child, 

Or a fawn 
Among the rocks. 

Leaf-dappled, 

Wild and sweet. 

Turn not from us 
Languid with summer. 

CHARM FOR THE DISREPUTABLE CROWS 
Crow! crow! 

Ironic and rusty, 

Raucous-voiced, heavy-winged, 

Tattered and dusty. 

Tramp bird, scamp bird, 

I beg you to fly 
In grotesque grandeur 
Against my sky. 

CHARM FOR A JAR 
All the flowers of the garden 
Fresh from dew and slant of sunlight 
Fresh from song and the loam’s clinging. 

Beg your kindness, foster-mother. 

The Double Dealer Elizabeth J. Coatsworth 


REFLECTION 


Geraniums . . . 

Who ever heeird that Sappho put 
Geraniums in her hair? 

Or thought that Cleopatra brushed 
Her long Greek face against their petals? 
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Did Beatrice carry them? 

Or any bird sigh out his wild-fire heart 
In passion for them? 

Yet sparrows, far outnumbering nightingales. 
Have gossiped under their tomato cans, 

And lonely spinsters loved them more than cats, 

And living girls have felt qtiite festive, going 

Down vulgar streets 

With such unsubtle gaiety at their belts. 

The Dial Elizabeth /. Coatsworth 


SEA QUATRAINS 

I 

Too fast the silly white-caps run 
Their helter-skelter races; 

They stumble when the goal is won 
And fall upon their faces. 

II 

A purple light is shaken over 
The greener ocean shadows, 

Like clover on the cooler depths 
Of grass in upland meadows. 

III 

The sea hangs kelp upon the sand 
Like garlands on a grave. 

Mourning the dead and silent land 
With every living wave. 

IV 

The breakers thunder in the night 
With which the sea is drenched. 

Only one plunging line is white; 
Even the stars are quenched. 



V 

The fairest ship ever a wreck 
!flad not so white a sail 
As this fair wave cast up to break, 

Driven before the gale. 

Poetry y Magazine of Verse Grant H. Code 

PRAISE FOR AN URN 
(In Memoriam E. N.) 

It was a kind and northern face 
That mingled in such exile guise 
The everlasting eyes of Pierrot 
And, of Garganlua, the laughter. 

His thoughts, delivered to me 
From the white coverlet and pillow, 

I see now, were inheritances — 

Delicate riders of the storm. 

The slant moon on the slanting hill 
Once moved us toward presentiments 
Of what the dead keep, living still, 

And such assessments of the soul 

As, perched in the crematory lobby, 

The insistent clock commented on. 

Touching as well upon our praise 
Of glories proper to the time. 

Still, having in mind gold hair, 

I cannot see that broken brow 
And miss the dry sound of bees 
Stretching across a lucid space. 

Scatter these well meant idioms 
Into the smoky spring that fills 
The suburbs, where they will be lost. 

They are no trophies of the sun. 

The Dial Hart Crane 
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POEM 


Always before your voice my soul 
half-beautiful and wholly droll 
is as some smooth and awkward foal, 
whereof young moons begin 
the newness of his skin, 

so of my stupid sincere youth 
the exquisite failure uncouth 
discovers a trembling and smooth 
Unstrength, against the strong 
silences of your song; 

or as a single lamb whose sheen 
of full unsheared fleece is mean 
beside its lovelier friends, between 
your thoughts more white than wool 
My thought is sorrowful: 

but my heart smote in painful thirds 
of anguish quivers to your words. 

As to a flight of thirty birds 
shakes with a thickening fright 
the sudden fooled light. 

it is the autumn of a year: 

When through the thin air stooped with fear, 
across the harvest whitely peer 
empty of surprise 
death’s faultless eyes 

(whose hand my folded soul shall know 
while on faint hills do frailly go 
The peaceful terrors of the snow, 
and before your dead face 
which sleeps, a dream shall pass) 



and these my days their sounds and flowers 
Fall in a pride of petalled hours, 
like flowers at the feet of mowers 
whose bodies strong with love 
through meadows hugely move. 

Yet what am I that such and such 
mysteries very simply touch 
me, whose heart- wholeness overmuch 
Expects of your hair pale, 
a terror musical? 

while in an earthless hour my fond 
soul seriously yearns beyond 
this fern of sunset frond on frond 
opening in a rare 
Slowness of gloried air . . . 

The flute of morning stilled in noon — 
noon the implacable bassoon — 
now Twilight seeks the thrill of moon, 
washed with a wild and thin 
despair of violin. 

The Dial E. E. Cummings 


HIPPOLYTUS TEMPORIZES 

I worship the greatest first — 

(it were sweet, the couch, 
the brighter ripple of cloth 
over the dipped fleece; 
the thought: her bones 
under the flesh are white 
as when sand along a beach 
covers but k^^^^ps the print 
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of the crescent shapes beneath. 

I thought: so her body lies 
between cloth and fleece.) 

I worship first, the great — 

(ah sweet, your eyes — 
what God, invoked in Crete, 
gave them the gift to part 
as the Sidonion myrtle-flower, 
suddenly wide and swart; 
then swiftly, 

the eyelids having provoked our hearts — 
as suddenly beat and close.) 

I worship the feet, flawless, 
that haunt the hills — 

(ah sweet, dare I think, 
beneath fetter of golden clasp, 
of the rhythm, the fall and rise 
of yours, carven, slight 
beneath straps of gold that keep 
their slender beauty caught, 
like wings and bo^es 
of trapped birds.) 

I worship the greatest first — 

(suddenly into my brain — 
the flash of sun on the snow, 
the edge of light and the drift, 
the crest and the hill-shadow — 
ah, surely now I forget, 
ah splendour, my goddess turns: 
or was it the sudden heat — 
on the wrist — of the molten flesh 
and veins’ quivering violet?) 

The Bookman jD. 
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TO SOME MODERN POETS 


Your names are like decapitated giants bleeding black 
oblivion; 

You are the frail voices. 

The indomitable rh3rthm of beauty writhes under the 
claws of your pens; 

Your eyes are twin candles burning flames of yearn- 
ing desire toward the high, sacred altar of poesy. 

All that you sought to attain has eluded you; 

You have tried, and your day is passing. 

Yet grieve not; 

Much that charms is small and fleeting 

To the greatness of eternity. 

The earth is a tiny shadow tottering on tlie edge of 
death; 

The moon is a throb of splendor in the heart of night; 

And the stars are ephemera in the long gaze of God. 

So grieve not 

That your poems are the cool, fresh grass of a short 
summer ; 

The flowers are few. 

The Century Magazine Pascal Angelo 


SONG OF LlGm 

The sun robed with noons stands on the pulpit of 
heaven, 

Like an anchorite preaching his faith of light to lis- 
tening space. 

And I am one of the sun’s lost words, 

A ray that pierces through endless emptiness on 
emptiness, 

Seeking in vain to be^freed of its burden of splendor. 

The Bookman Pascal Angelo 
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MIDDAY 


The road is like a little child running aliead of me 
and then hiding behind a curve — 

Perhaps to surprise me when I reach there. 

The sun has built a nest of light under the eaves of 
noon; 

A lark drops down from the cloudless sky 
Like a singing arrow, wet with blue, sped from the 
bow of space. 

But my eyes pierce the soft azure, far, far beyond, 
To where roam eternal lovers 
Along the broad blue ways 
Of silence. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Pascal Angelo 

WORDS 

If music could be loosened from its bars, 

And melody could rise untrammeled, high! 

Beating impetuous wings against the sky, i 
Tearing in passion at the shaken stars; 

If music could hold color of wild birds 
Deep ivory-black, rose madder, crystal jade. 

And moon-blown gold, and every tint and shade, — 
Then music would be beautiful as words. 

Words give earth color and all harmonies. 

The scarlet sounds Giovanni’s rage imbued 
With crimson — such, tint Mycerinus’ knees; 

Song flamed on Tristan’s lips when Iseult wooed; 
And viols sobbed in mauve, words Mary said, 

When she stood white, above her Wordless Dead. 

Voices: A Journal of Verse Power Dalton 
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CHANGELING 


I do not understand 
My changeling self at all. 

Why should my heart answer 
A wild bird’s call? 

Why should dancing iris, 

Sandaled by a pool, 

Bum my eyes with sudden tears — 

Make me play the fool? 

Oh, I ache with longing 
Reaching to the sky, 

I, an earthly creature. 

Yearning so to fly! 

Why is loveliness a sword 
Thrusting deep in me. 

Wounding me because my arms 
Cannot hold the sea? 

Voices: A Journal of Verse Power Dalton 

ZENITH 

Ums of Carrara marble I have seen. 

Pale as the lily maid’s white violet face, 

Ums delicately wrought as fine old lace, 
Woundingly beautiful in curve and sheen; 

Bright alabaster ums, and ivory 
Translucent as dim mist that veils a star, 

Flagons of silver, bluer than wind-rays are, 

And exquisite as Mozart melody; 

Frail cliina cups of beryl and chrysoprase, 

Like sheerest wings of moon-moths soaring high. 
Bowls modeled from the potter’s golden clays, — 

I know I shall not find before I die, 

Though I should seek forever down earth’s ways, 

A bowl as lovely as the blinding sky. 

Voices: A Journal of Verse Power Dalton 
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EPILOGUE 


Sometimes I think that I shall live again; 

And chancing on these records of my times, 
ril wonder dimly at the hidden pain 
Faded to qnaintness in my early rhymes. 

And then, maybe, I shall be vaguely pleased 
To feel again the torture of myself; 

And by the ancient anguish gently eased, 

I shall return my own book to its shelf. 

The Bookman S. Foster Damon 


IN THE BLACK COUNTRY 
(Staffordshire, England) 

Hell hath its uses; here each mortar mouth 
Casts far as life some treasure dear to need; 
Welcome to men as ships the fruity South 

Sends to blown Arctic shores. These valleys bleed 
That others may be fair. In greener shires, 

Where glisten cols and byres, * 

Manors and castles, or where farther bide 
Young Adam and his bride, 

What aching wants are banished by these despot fires! 

Let Ceres bring sweet incense and blow white 

Yon furnace breath; for there flames leap to mould 
Her shares and harrows, chains and mattocks bright; 

There fashion eager blades that cut the gold 
Of wide Australia’s fields when flow and wane 
Her Harvest tides of grain; 

And forge for far brown hands the hoe and spade 
To ruff some island glade, 

Or, chance be, turn the mellow sod in Argentine. 



Look to our left. Bolts, rivets, girders, beams, 

That make our towers safe, too near the stars; 
Rods, pillars, shafts, that bridge unchallenged 
streams, 

Or bear a mountain’s weight; unflinching bars 
That time alone can bend; and fairy wire 
For violin and lyre, 

That shall from Music’s heart stir her to break 
Dream’s silence, and remake 
That silence deeper, — all are born of that swift fire. 

And there! Slack would tlie world go but for pins, 
Needles and buttons. When we lost our fur, 
Fishbone and threaded thorn helped us our sins 
To hide again, and modesty relure 
To walk with us. Now showering from here 
To every port o’ the sphere, 

Go, tidying the world, slim bits of pointed sun, 

And on the daintiest one 

What maid at bridal thrift shall drop a happy tear? 

Now where the cavern windows ghostly glow, 

As a dead dragon’s eyes yet open bum, 

Stripped figures like strange beasts weave to and fro, 
And suddenly we know how beasts must yearn 
Who have no way out but to pass 
Through fire to the green grass. 

These strong, who for the weak make beauty sure, 

^ How long will they endure 
An earth of ashes and a sky of brass? 

Scribnefs Magazine Olive Til ford D organ 
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MY BOOKS 


When falls the winter snow I little care nor yet what 
cold winds blow, 

For here beside the fire 

Are many friends of whom I never tire: 

Jane Austin sits with me 
And oh, what company! 

Or else the Brontes make the fireside glow 
With their strange spirit. Wordsworth comes and 
then 

Most lovable of men, 

Dear Browning, ah, Fve named not even ten 
Of those who come and go. 

When the December of my life shall come and those 
that now I love, 

The best, perhaps — ^are gone, 

I shall not be quite friendless and forlorn, 

These same dear ones will be 
Spring, youth and love to me, 

I shall be young with them and happy too, 

And who can tell? In that great Aflerplace, 

I, by diviner grace, 

May touch their hands and look upon each face 
With happiness anew. 

The Lyric Julia Johnson Dan)i$ 

THE FROST 

The dawn — cold, pallid, half afraid, it seems. 

Within the house she moves about her tasks. 

Making the fire bum for the morning meal. 

I stand outside like one who fears to enter. 

She’s singing — I can hear the happy notes — 

She has been mute for many months, I think, 

And now she sings. 0 God, delay the dawn, 

She sings again tonight after long months! 
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How the wan sickly light of these gray skies 
Reveals each makeshift of our cottage home 
As if in scorn. I brought her here to this, 

Plucked her with rude hands as one plucks a blossom 
Out of a sheltered garden. 

There was to be a new house long ago, 

We planned it in those first days of our love. 

But each new year, rising with newer hope, 

Saw some strange, stem experience forced upon us; 
First came the flood. 

And countless tons of devastating rock 
Crashed down the mountain slopes and carried 
My newly planted crops. When with fresh hope 
And infinite labor I had cleared the land anew, 

Then came the drought. 

Each glad green blade became a blackened thing, 
Scorched in the burning furrow where it grew. 
Tempest and drought — ^that was enough, you’d think, 

Indeed, it seemed as though the fate that teased us 
Had wearied or grown kind. There came the spring 
So warm, so genial, such a fall of rain 
That all my acres plucked up heart again 
And smiled in the sun’s good face — ^die vines hung 
full. 

The orchard laughed with promise. 

Then in the vibrant gladness of those days 
She came to me, and whispered me her secret; 

’Twas time to build our home, for one would come 
To share it with us by another spring. 

And so she sings tonight. 

There breaks the dawn — and she is at the door, 

Has heard my step — ^now must I tell her all: 

Soul of my soul, the frost has done its work. 

Your sob— and each sob is a sharpened knife 
To tear my heart. Creep close within my arms, 

And let us talk this over quietly, 

With understanding that shall bring us peace. 
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The man who plants his acres in full faith 
Has God for partner. Nothing is more near 
To the Eternal Heart than that a man 
Should help the barren earth to flower and fruit — 
And fill the world with plenty. Such a man 
Becomes High Priest to all the growing plants, 

For this the summer skies, the winter storms, 

Rainbows and friendly stars have said to me. 

I find Him here in every springing blade — 

I hear Him speak — But in the city streets 
There are so many voices, can a man 
Be sure of what he hears? I must be sure. 

"What, then, if such eternal partnership 
Requires eternal patience? All the forces 
That work with God are patient — love, pity, 

Remorse for wrong and fuller understanding. 

And when the child shall come, he’ll find his home 
Within the loving shelter of our hearts. 

You smile — ^there’s hope — ^there’s courage both at 
once. 

So we take up our gracious task again. 

Shall we go in? For the new day is here. 

The Lyric West Grace Atherton Dennen 


WINDING THE CLOCK 

The silence that had fallen stark between us. 
After the heat and flame of hostile words, 
Was broken by the striking of the clock: 
One-two — eleven strokes it made. 

The slave of custom, I arose to wind it. 

Then, a wonder! 

I was aware of Time’s vast cycle flowing 
Endlessly, endlessly, through the vibrant night 
My hand upon the clock face seemed to catch 
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And hold this fateful moment of our quarrel. 

There it hung poised between gold yesterdays 
And black tomorrows, poisoned, evil thing, 

To keep or cast away. 

With haste, as one in fear, I seized the key, 

Turned, turned — and felt the willing wheels respond. 

The Lyric West Grace Atherton Dennen 


TO A DANCING PARTNER 

(Who Asked Me for a Poem) 

Suppose that in my poem you shall find 
A wave so thrilled and lift^ by the wind, 

By him to her own sweeter motion moved, 

And in that motion so with rapture loved. 

That all the sounding round them of the sea 
Became the music of their unity, 

And warm light fell across them from the west, 

And warm love from the beating in her breast 
Touched him, but clasped him not, nor gave him 
rest • • • 

When in your slender veins its verses sing, 

Will you be dreaming or remembering? 

The Liberator Max Eastman 


A QUESTION 

Dartvoiced and deeply passioned as the dim 
Vermilion-lighted mysteries of faith and music 
In cathedrals old and holy; 

Dusteyed and velvet-throated as the slim 
Young warm Madonna-Magdalens of saints 
In painted windows rich with melancholy; 
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Dear friend and distant stranger: when the sum 
Of all our light, our wisdom, is gone out, 

And night has dimmed the candle of her vesper, 

Do you not sometimes simply rise and come, 

Feeling along the ray of my desire 

With silent hands and barefoot steps that whisper? 

I see the dusky circles of your eyes 

Like burnt hot torches in your moon-pale flesh, 

Your lips like warm wounds painted on its pallor. 

Your quickened vivid breasts that fall and rise 

Only too tenderly to pierce the veil 

That clings on them, but cannot hide their color; 

It cannot hide the flowing of your limbs, 

The pure bold flame of motion that you are — 
Earth’s vestal imto earth’s divine communion. 

Is it a lonely phantom that but swims 
Up from the depth of my own long desire? 

Has not my dream in yours a dream-companion? 

Your speech is motion — ^mine is poetry. 

You will not answer what I dare to ask; 

You will flow silent as a sacred river. 

And I who watch you in sad ecstasy, 

Have said my question as a saint his prayer. 

To float with you in your still breast forever. 

The Liberator Max Eastman 
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PRIMA DONNA OF THE NEGRO JAZZ 
ORCHESTRA 

I am the lemon-lily queen. 

Midnight crepe-myrtle is my hair. 

My face curves down to my pointed chin 

Betwixt my golden earrings like a warm seckle 
pear. 

My tunic is a withered buif rose. 

Palely my arms fall down. 

The fiddles leap behind me, a thin flute blows, 

Cr-r-racks a sudden tromlDone, then all notes drown. 

In the drum’s eager rustle. Juggling the sticks 
Brown Joe tosses an aristocratic head — 

Bow to right, smile to left, flourishing the tricks 
Of some fancy colonel his grandmother never wed. 

My walk is a poplar blown, 

Gift of a moon-white dame 
Whose star-white son left me besides 
My golden color of shame. 

The tom-tom is throbbing in my heart 
And the orchestra’s catching surges; 

I sing you foolish airs — 

That burst with shadowy dirges. 

I voice my wild black mothers: 

I drone them cool and low; 

I croon the winds that blew and ceased 
A thousand years ago. 

[ wail my captive fathers, 

The violins complain; 

[ hone for a passionate wilderness 
And the pelt of tropic rain. 
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I beat my hands and cry. 

The ’cellos moan and quiver; 

I fling my curse to a far-ofif sky 
Over a jungled river. 

I lift my arms and lean 

To the white song’s white embrace, 

But I yearn to a thousand lovers 
Of my black forgotten race. 

« « » » 

The sooty leader sways, 

The violins flicker and hum, 

The wood-winds speak, the cornet brays, 

Joe is in a frenzy at the drum. 

And I am the tea-rose queen, 

Daughter of milk and wine; 

Like a willow blown I bow and I bow, 

And my earrings tremble and shine. 

The Lyric West Ellen Coit Elliott 

UNREGENERATE 

I shall come back in ways I think you’ll know: 

A cocky, strutting robin where you pass, 

Perhaps a flake of sudden, stinging snow, 

A cricket mocking at you from the grass; 

A gusty little wind will whirl your hat 

(And laugh to watch your fuimy, pompous wrath) . 

I’ll be an April rain and drench it flat, 

Then stand, a prickly hedge, straight in your path. 
I shall not come a sentimental thing: 

A star, a cloud, a Wordsworth daffodil; 

A woodpecker, red-topped, will light and bring 
Her maddening racket to your window-sill 
At five a.m. And when you’ve waked and heard, 
She’ll love to hear you mutter: “Damn that bird!” 

The Nation Jacqueline Embry 
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WILD APPLES 


Bright in September, bright against the sky. 
Bright against mountains, bright against the sea. 
Oh, acid fruit and worthless! pass it by; 

Oh, beautiful and worthless! let it be. 

Yet the birds take these branches for a house, 
Wild grape festoons them, binding tart with tart; 
And to the end of time unshaken boughs 
Are not for us to laugh at, O my heart; 

Unshaken boughs, and fruit ungathered yearly 
Save by the wind that brings its scattering down. 

To bruise on rocks, smash open, juicing clearly. 
And rot beneath the tree till it is brown. 

Out in back pastures known to sheep and cows. 
Blind foot-note to a page, they stand apart; 

But to the ends of time unshaken boughs 
Are not for us to laugh at, O my heart! 

The Meccsure Ahbie Huston Evans 


SEA FOG 

The world’s a ten-rod circle; hills are gone, 
Unless this floor of scrub and meadow-sweet 
Slanting to hidden nothing, on and on. 

May be a hill — guess it by my feet! 

The fir-tree dares not shake or even sigh, 

For fear of spilling beauty, bright as brief; 

The silvered cobweb scares away the fly, 

And quicksilver slides down the mullein leaf. 

Oh, fog-drops strung on birch like beads on hair! 
On each red barberry there hangs a tear . . . 
What wonder I forget the outer air. 

Shut in with a little beauty plain and near? 
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Here’s privacy with weeds, relief from sky, 

A hollow in gray space; a place, may be, 

Where one might lay disguises safely by, 

And strip to the heart in fog from off the sea! 

The Measure Abbie Huston Evans 


MACABRE 

I saw them in the moonlight pass, 

Like silver shadows in a glass; 

With mournful step, erect and slow, 

The ghost of Edgar Allan Poe; 

Then quickly, like a frightened child, 

The weeping ghost of Oscar Wilde; 

And when I sought to give them aid 
I saw them • . . fade! 

St Louis Much Ado James Waldo Fawcett 


TO A SKULL 

Why laughest thou, perched there among the books 
Wrought by man’s hand and fathered by his brain? 
I strive to write with humorous twist of pen — 

But thy wide grin makes all my effort vain! 

I turn to sorrow, and my pen drips tears^ — 

I cannot keep my eyes away from thee; 

Something sardonic, as if human woe 
Thy humor mocked, is in thy ghoulish glee! 

Religion’s platitudes I next essay — 

Sure sympathy thou’lt give me, knowing all - . , 
Was that a chuckle, whisp’ring of the vault. 

That seemed to echo from the fire-lit wall? 
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Is there, then, nothing real, a phantasy 
Our dearest hopes, our deepest reverence? 

Will we, too, laugh at man’s credulity. 

As at child whimsies, when we’re summoned hence? 

Will human sorrow and it’s vaunted wit 
Alike provoke that set, sardonic smile? 

Will we, too, grin that twisted grin, to know 
How man’s best efforts were not worth the while? 

Nay, nay, I will not have it so! Mayhap 
Thy fleshless smile a tender one may be. 

To know that God, the Humorist, hath played 
His one great Joke in Death — ^that sets us free! 

The Lyric West Wright Field 


GRACE BEFORE MEAT 

Saint Francis, bless my table’s spread: 
This water and this broken bread. 

Grant me the heart of thankfulness 
For this the portion thou dost bless: 

The grace to see The Bread and Wine 
Set forth in Heavenly candleshine. 

With holy joying I would sup, 
Cleaning the platter and the cup. 

Saint Francis, bless my poverty: 

This portion and the heart of me, 
Through thy great love, 

Amen. 


McClure^s Magazine 
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POETS 


Earth, you have had great lovers in your hour. 

And little lovers, fearful and struck dumb; 

Those who have seen you whole, as from a tower, 
And others kneeling where the grass-blades come. 
Age after spinning age and day by day. 

They toss the dawn between them, as a ball, 

Ride Beauty plunging to the whip of May, 

And string the stars to light their carnival. 

They will not heed the shouting, singing flood 
Of lovers gone before them. Echoed cries, 

Too like their own may sound, but their wild blood 
Is out of hand at seas and moving skies; 

The last to come will make his little tune, 

And think it new — about the weary moon! 

Voices, A Journal of Verse Hortense Flexner 


JOHN BUTLER YEATS 
(‘^Alas, for the wonderful yew forest!”) 

We shall remember him 

As a man who had a little in him of the men of all 
time. 

We shall remember him — 

This tall, lean-shouldered, witty Irishman, 

Master of the art of conversation. 

Jesting with us in his high-pitched Irish voice. 

That lilted to a delicate string 
Beyond our hearing. 

‘^Shakespeare was a kindly man,” he often said. 
John Yeats was a kindly man 
Who gave lavishly of himself 
As if life had no end. 

Around him gathered 
The tangible aroma of life 
Full-flavored with intense living. 
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“Ireland is kind ” he said. 

“She has many faults, but I feel about her 
As I do about Heaven, 

If Heaven were a perfect place it would bore me. 

I like to think of Heaven as a place with discords; 
As a beautiful orchestration with Love as master of 
the music.” 

“Montaigne said” — ^that phrase was often on his lips. 
Stories of wits and poets and artists, 

Memories of Morris and Samuel Butler and Dowden, 
Brilliant debris of irrecoverable personality. 

“The artist is the only happy man,” he told us. 

“Art springs from a mood of divine unreason. 
Unreason is when a man cannot be at peace with 
external conditions.” 

We shall remember him intimately 
As we knew him — ^his room, his pipes, his drawings. 
We shall remember him sitting at his easel. 
Keen-eyed, young, eager to live a thousand years, 
Unwearied by life, 

Sheltered beneath tie green tree of his own thoughts. 

We shall remember him 

Ripening like an apple in quiet sunshine, 

Responsive to human affection, 

And — patient of our human limitations — 

Writing under his own portrait 
(Painted from his reflection in a mirror), 

“Myself seen through a glass darkly.” 

The New York Times Jeanne Robert Foster 
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THE PEACOCK 


In the cold blue haze of a January day 
A peacock parades beneath my window — 

A symphony of color. 

No rare orchid can boast such wealth of hues 
Yet, this vivid bird honored by the Gods 
Has no note of music; 

Nor does he render the world 
A single deed of service — 

For what was he fashioned? 

Once a girl came beneath my window 
Her golden curls and sky blue eyes 
Laughed up at me. 

The color of the rose was in her cheek — 

Love was in my heart, 

I stifled it — 

For what was she fashioned? 

She gave nothing to the world — 

She possessed no talents! 

She went away. 

Since then my life has been grey 
Like the cold blue haze of a January day. 

The peacock has gone — 

Only dead weeds are beneath my window. 

0 peacock, did the Gods fashion you for a decoration 
To let beauty walk in the midst of ugly dying weeds; 
In the cold blue haze of a January day? 

The American Poetry Magazine 

Scottie McKenzie Frasier 



THREE SISTERS 


Johanna talks of Lemuel 
And I of spinning sing 
But Emily sits all done 
Nor speaks of anything. 

The thoughtless words Johanna drops 
Are dull and little worth, 

They sink to rest with those I speak, 

As pebbles fall to earth. 

The silent words of Emily, 

I wonder where they go — 

The secret things she does not say, 

When she is sitting so. 

Voices, A Journal of Verse 

Helen Frazee-Bower 


THE SISTERS 

The Martha-in-me filled her days 
With tasks devoid of joy and praise: 
She polished well the furniture; 

She made the locks and bolts secure; 
She trimmed the lamps with barren ease; 
She rubbed the ivory of the keys; 

She made the windows shine and glow; 
She washed the linen fair as snow. 

The Mary-in-me did not stay 
At home, as Martha did, each day: 

She held aloof like some wild bird 
Whose music is but seldom heard. 

My Martha felt a little shy 
Of Mary as she passed her by. 

And one day hid the cloth and broom 
With which she garnishes my room. 
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When Mary saw, she paused and pressed 
A hand of Martha to her breast, 

And whispered, “We must learn to do 
Our labors side by side, we two,” 

So have the sisters found delight 
In doing fireside tasks aright: 

Together they have come to see 
The meaning in mahogany, 

Which now they rub that there may pass 
A pageant in its looking-glass; 

They shine the windows that the bloom 
Of earth be brought within my room; 

The lamps are gladly filled and trimmed 
And virgin wisdom goes undimmed; 

They polish the piano keys 
In readiness for harmonies; 

In bolting doors they’ve learned as well 
To throw them wide for heaven and hell, 

That all who will may enter there 
To be the guests of grace and prayer. 

Mary and Martha in sisterhood 
Dwell in me as sisters should; 

They fashion a garment and kiss its hem, 

And my house is in order because of them. 

The Outlook Louise Ayres Garnett 

FISHIN’ 

De Tostles dey went seekin’ fer to ketch a mess 
o’ men, 

Fishin*y fishirC^ fishin* in de sea. 

Dey thoo deir nets out patient, en dey drug ’em in 
again, 

Fishin% fishing fishin^ in de sea. 

De waters dey wuz seekin’ wuz de waters ob de worl’, 
En dey ketch a heap o’ nuffin’ fo’ dey eber seen a 
pearl, 
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But dey nevah git discourage’ en deir nets dey allers 
hurl, 

Fishin\ fishin^^ fishirC in de sea. 

^Postlesj ^Postles, 

FishirC in de sea. 

Yore nets am fuller sinners 
En yo^ done kotch me. 

One night a mighty storm come up w’en dey wuz in 
a boat, 

Fishin^y fishirCy fishin^ in de sea. 

En Thomas he wuz quakin’ en ’is faith he couldn’ tote, 
Fishin% fishin% fishin* in de sea. 

Den glory halleluyerl may I nevah own mah grave 
Ef’n blessed Massa Jesus didn’ walk out on a wave, 

En ca’m dose ragin’ waters, en dose skeery ’Postles 
save, 

Fishin% fishin\ fishin^ in de sea. 

^Postles, ^PostleSy 
Fishin^ in de sea. 

Yore nets am fuller sinners 
En yo^ done kotch me. 

James he kotch a sinner man, en Petah kotch a t’ief, 
Fishin% fishing fishin^ in de sea. 

But Judas wuz a yaller man en founder on a reef, 
Fishin% fishin% ftshin* in de sea. 

De ’Postles’ nets git boolgy wid a monst’ous hefty 
weight, 

Fer dey fish w’en it wuz sunup en dey fish w’en it 
wuz late, 

En dey Ian’ dis pore ole sinner lak a minner, sho’ ez 
fate, 

Fishin\ fishin\ fishin^ in de sea. 

^Postlesy ^PostleSy 
Fishin^ in de sea. 

Yore nets am fuller sinners 
En yo* done kotch me. 

The Outlook Louise Ayres Garnett 
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GWINE UP TER HEAB’N 


Ps gwine up ter heab’n in a cloud o’ fiah, 

Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n, 

Ps boun’ ter keep a-mountin’ ’til I cain’t-a git no 
highah, 

Gwine, gujine, gwine up ter heab^n, 

De elements ’ll t’under en de elements ’ll quake, 

De graves ’ll yawn an stretch deirsefs en all de dead 
’ll wake, 

En de worl’ ’ll ketch on fiah en bum up £er Jesus’ 
sake, 

Gwine, gwine, g;wine up ter heaVn, 

Gwine up ter heab’n 
In a cloud o’ fiah, 

Gwine up ter heaVn 

’Till I cain’t-a git no highah, 

Ps gwine up ter heab’n fer to see de Holy Ghos’, 
Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n. 

He’s sho’ ter mek me we’come, fer he am de Heab’nly 
Hos’, 

Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n, 

En w’en I ax um howdy, en draps mah bestes’ bow, 

Ps gwineter tell um, Massa, I b’longs up yer, 1 ’low. 
You ax me fer to enter en Ts in de fambly now, 
Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n, 

Gwine up ter heab’n 
In a cloud o’ fiah. 

Gwine up ter heab’n 

’Till I cain’i-a git no highah. 

0 jubilee en glory! won’ I holler wid mah might! 
Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n, 

Pll blow de clouds ter nufiSn en I’ll stoke de stars up 
bright, 

Gwine, gwine, gwine up ter heab’n, 
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Ill be mighty glad ter git dere, fer it’s lonesome yer 
below. 

Dere am sech a heap o’ trouble wharsomever folkses 
go, 

En Fs honin ter git settled whar Fs got a right fer 
sho’, 

GwinSy gwine^ gwine up ter heaVn. 

Gwine up ter heab^n 
In a cloud o’ fiah. 

Gwine up ter heaVn 
^Till I cain^t-a git no highah. 

The Outlook Louise Ayres Garnett 


THE BUILDER 

The edges of the stones are sharp, 

But I shall travel far 

For I must seek and seek and seek 

Wherever such stones are. 

I am building me a secret place 
With stones that cut my hands; 

But I must build and build and build 
Until a temple stands. 

Contemporary Verse Caroline Giltinan 


TRANSFORMED 

Black and naked branches 
Always searching one, 

You await the coming 
Of your lord, the sun. 

Warmed with all his grandeur, 
Suddenly some day 
He who holds your worship 
Will achieve his way. 
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In the glow of Springtime — 

The sun is very wise! — 

Turn and see within you 
With fascinated eyes, 

Wonderful as music 

Green leaves and moving boughs. 

In your thousand blossoms, 

Mating birds will house. 

Hidden in your branches 
Where you shield one nest, 

Tree of strange surprises 
The sun will find your breast. 

The Boston Transcript Caroline Giltinan 


THE LAST FIRE 

You saw the last fires burning on the hill 
In that far autumn twilight when we took 
The future fay the hand through woods as still 
As your heart is today, and crossed the brook. 

The brook that gurgled through the quietude 
Was just a slender stream that sauntered on. 

How were we to know the thing we should — 

That we had crossed our narrow Rubicon? 

And after, in the shadow of the leaves. 

When your great eyes grew with the growing night 
They left the hollows where the twilight grieves 
And mirrored back the bonfire on the height. 

And what quick flame was in your eyes I knew; 

And how the moment caught us on our way 
Is Time’s own story written for a few 
In dust of ashes in your eyes today. 

The Outlook Herbert S. Gorman 
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HE WALKS WITH HIS CHIN IN THE AIR 
Life in you is an incurious madness. 

Tell me, how good is life that is not known 
And is hut felt, like wind against the temples, 
Like touch beneath the feet, of turf or stone? 

But do not hear me. Lover of life; an answer 
Is burning like a sorrow in my breast: 

There is flame in feeling, fineness in the knowing. 
And who shall say which way of life is best? 

Pass on, Seeker, seeking the touch of spaces. 

Many the ways of life, and many a one 
Is all too brief a fluttering of hours 
To serve our purpose here beneath the sun. 

The New Republic Hazel Hall 

A MAN GOES BY 

Where his sure feet pass 

The crowds are strangely thinned — 

They are the furrowed grass 
And he is the wind- 

Many go with the thought 
Of their footfall’s little beat. 

Wearing their own lives caught 
Like shackles on their feet. 

But he is disinterested 
In feet and their fevered way; 

There is motive in his tread 
That was not shaped from clay. 

Thresholds may make him small, 

But the wind is in his feet — 

Dominant, impersonal — 

As he walks upon a street. 

The New Republic Hazel Hall 
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PASSERS 
The Patrician 
If culture had fluidity 

It would drip from her finger-tips like rain. 

And where it spattered there would be 
Indelible purple stain. 

If quietude had tongue what speech 
Would iterate above her head, 

What clamorous echoes would beseech 
Behind her quiet tread. 

But spent blood leaves no stain nor stir, 

Save in that art which marks her ways — 

The background dead hands make for her 
With their defeated days- 

VoiceSy A Journal of Verse Hazel Hall 


MATURITY 

He is companioned secretly 
When, with meditative feet. 

He passes down an idle street. 

A slow and misted company 
Disputes his solitude. Ahead, 

Like figures in a pageant, tread 
All his tomorrows with eyes that peer 
Over the near horizon’s rim. 

He cannot hear above the dim 
Sound of their feet; he cannot clear 
His thought from the restricting gaze 
Fastened upon him from behind, 

Where follow the gracelessly resigned 
Figures of his yesterdays. 

The New Republic Hazel Hall 





INCIDENTAL 

How can I rid me 
Of what is not mine — 

This self that was youth’s. 

This song swift and fine 
That wraps me with fire, 

And yet is not mine? 

Song to be seemly 
For her that is I, 

Is song low with sleep 
To be hummed in a sigh. 

As I weave cool reason 
Out of sounds that go by. 

And who would be wanting 
Song not her own, 

Though it warms with warmth 
The sun has not known. 

When she might be thinking, 

And cold and alone? 

The New Republic Hazel Hall 


SONNET 

When I was far too young to comprehend. 

My great-grandfather one day talked to me 
As if I were his wise and aged friend 
And did not hold a new doll on my knee. 

I can remember how his voice was kind, 

But what he said I could not understand; 

Only these words clung oddly in my mind: 

“To burn out like a candle in God’s hand” . . . 
WTiat other words he uttered I forget. 

These are like rubies from a ring unrolled 
That in my fingers wait to be reset 
When I learn better how to work with gold. 

Yet when he spoke them, all I did was stare 
And wonder at the whiteness of his hair. 

The Nation Ann Hamilton 
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Down by the river-front, beside the docks, 

Susie scrubs in a quick lunch bummer’s hole. 

She steals the money from the cashier’s box, 
Being too ugly now to steal his soul. 

Susie’s a used-up whiskey-dyed old shoddy — 

Once she drew encores in the cabarets 
And sculptors sought her for her lovely body, 

So she did posing on her vacant days. 

Now when she shuffles past the wharves to work 
The sailors when they see her turn away 
And some make jokes at her Saint Vitus jerk 
And others give her nickels from their pay. 

Yet there’s a bronze nymph in a museum room 
That Susie posed for when she was in bloom. 

The Nation Ann Hamilton 

PETER 

Peter is a plain lad 
With a strong will. 

He never looks behind him 
When he climbs a hill. 

There are many others 
Equally as wise, 

With as much sparkle 
In their young eyes; 

But once Peter traveled 
Over foreign lands 

And brought back perfume 
In his simple hands; 

And when I breathe its fragrance 
Exotic and rare 

I think first of Peter 
And his red hair. 

The Nation . Ann Hamilton 
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THE IDIOT 


When earth was madly green he lay 

And mocked his shadow’s dancing feet, 

Or from his laughter ran away 

To watch the poppies hum the wheat. 

But when the frozen leaves whirled by 
Amd colored birds were blown afar. 

He climbed the bitter winter sky 
And hanged himself upon a star. 

Poetryy A Magazine of Verse 

David Osborne Hamilton 


AUNT SELINA 

When Aunt Selina comes to tea 
She always makes them send for me, 

And I must be polite and clean 
And seldom heard, but always seen. 

I must sit stiffly in my chair 
As long as Aunt Selina’s there. 

But there are certain things I would 
Ask Aunt Selina if I could. 

I’d ask when she was small, like me. 

If she had ever climbed a tree. 

Or if she’d ever, ever gone 
Without her shoes and stockings on 
Where lovely puddles lay in rows 
To let the mud squeege through her toes. 

Or if she’d coasted on a sled, 

Or learned to stand upon her head 
And wave her feet — and after that 
I’d ask her how she got so fat. 

These things I’d like to ask, and then — 

I hope she would not come again! 

Harpers Magazine Carol Haynes 
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TREES WALKING 


Wien on dark starless roads I ride, 

Grim, stalwart oaks step out to see; 

And when I near my own hillside, 

White birches run to welcome me. 

In summer, when the long days wane, 

Elms stroll against an orient sky, 

While in the moonlit country lane. 

Poplars in couples hurry by. 

Bronze beeches, walking hand in hand. 

With me climb glowing autumn slopes; 

While serried ranks of cedars band 
To march and fight for my lost hopes. 

In God’s cathedral, fragrant, dim, 

The altars rise both far and free, 

While pines swing censors high to Him 
And open endless aisles for me. 

The Lyric West Edna C. Henry 


DUSK 

They tell me she is beautiful, my city. 

That she is colorful and quaint; alone 
Among the cities. But I — ^I who have known 
Her tenderness, her courage, and her pity; 
Have felt her forces mold me, mind and bone, 
Life after life, up from her first beginning — 
How can I think of her in wood and stonel 
To others she has given of her beauty: 

Her gardens, and her dim old faded ways; 

Her laughter, and her happy drifting hours; 
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Glad spendthrift April, squandering her flowers; 

The sharp still wonder of her autumn days; 

Her chimes, that shimmer from St. MichaeTs steeple 
Across the deep maturity of June 
Like sunlight slanting over open water 
Under a high blue listless afternoon. 

But when the dusk is deep upon the harbor, 

She finds me where her rivers meet and speak. 

And while the constellations gem the silence 
High overhead, her cheek is on my cheek. 

I Imow her in the thrill behind the dark 
When sleep brims all her silent thoroughfares. 

She is the glamour in the quiet park 

That kindles simple things like grass and trees; 

Wistful and wanton as her sea-bom airs, 

Bringer of dim rich age-old memories. 

Out on the gloom-deep water, when the nights 
Are choked with fog, and perilous, and blind, 

She is the faith that tends the calling lights. 

Hers is the stifled voice of harbor bells, 

Muffled and broken by the mist and wind. 

Hers are the eyes through which I look on life 
And find it brave and splendid. And the stir 
Of hidden music shaping all my songs. 

And these my songs, my all, belong to her. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse DuBose Heyward 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 

Once in the starlight 
When tides were low, 

And surf fell sobbing 
To the undertow, 

I trod the windless dunes 
Alone with Edgar Poe. 
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Dim and far behind us, 

Like a fabled bloom 
On the myrtle thickets, 

In the swaying gloom 
Hung the clustered windows 
Of the barrack-room. 

Faint on the evening, 

Tenuous and far 
As the beauty shaken 
From a vagrant star. 
Throbbed the ache and passion 
Of an old guitar. 

Life closed behind us 
Like a swinging gate. 

Leaving us imfettered 
And emancipate; 

Confidants of Destiny, 

Intimates of Fate. 

I could only cower 
Silent, while the night, 
Seething with its planets, 
Partrf to our sight, 

Showing us infinity 
In its breadth and height. 

But my chosen comrade, 
Tossing back his hair 
With the old loved gesture, 
Raised his face, and there 
Shone that agony that those 
Loved of God must bear. 

Oh, we heard the many things 
Silence has to say — 

He and I together 
As alone we lay 
Waiting for the slow sweet 
Miracle of day. 
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When the bugle’s silver 
Spiralled up the dawn 
Dew-clear, night-cool, 

And the stars were gone, 

I arose exultant, 

Like a man new-born. 

But my friend and master. 

Heavy-limbed and spent. 

Turned, as one must turn at last 
From the sacrament; 

And his eyes were deep with God’s 
Burning discontent. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse DuBose Heyward 


THE MOUNTAIN GRAVEYARD 

High on the mountain where the storm-heads are, 
Lying where all may see, there is a place 
As hideous and shocking as a scar 

That mars the beauty of a well-loved face. 
Infinitely drear, and raw, and nude. 

It waits and listens in the solitude. 

There is no friendly tree in all that square 
Of scattered stones and arid, troubled clay. 

Bleak as the creed of those who journey there, 

Hard as the code by which they lived their day. 

It gives them all they ask of it — ^its best; 

No beauty and no softness — only rest. 

But oh, the pity of it all is this: 

They lived with beauty and their eyes were blind. 
Dreaming of far strong joys, they came to miss 
Those that were near. So at the last we find 
No tenderness of blossom, but instead 
Mute emblems of the longings of the dead. 
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These rain-bleached sea-shells in an ordered row 
Tell of an ocean that they never knew 
Except in dreams which, through the ebb and flow 
Of years, set seaward as the torrents do. 

Always they planned to follow, knowing deep 
Within their hearts that dreams are but for sleep. 

And see these tawdry bits of broken glass 

Which speak the foreign glories of the town — 

The crowds, the lights; these too are dreams that pass 
Here where the hemming walls of rock look down, 
And clasp their children fast within their keep 
Until they cradle them at last to sleep. 

Yet all the while if they could only know 

The beauty that is theirs to breathe and touch — 
The whisper of the dawn across the snow, 

The vast low-drifting clouds that love them much — 
Oh, they could call their dreams home down the sky, 
And carry beauty with them when they die. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse DuBose Heyward 


AUTUMN LEAVES 

The dear old ladies whose cheeks are pink 
In spite of the years of Winter’s chill. 

Are like the Autumn leaves I think, 

A little crumpled, but lovely still. 

The Stepladder Janie Screven Heyward 
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THRENODY 


I made a slow lament for you, lost magic 
Of schoolboy love and dreams in shadowed places, 
Where passed in visible parade, the tragic 
Desires of vanished gods and women’s faces. 

On violins beneath long, undisputed 
New England orchards sombred by the spirit 
Of endless autumn, I awoke the muted 
Strings of your lament, but none could hear it, 

Except, perhaps, one passerby, who skirted 
The upland fields in that avoided spot; 

And, marveling at the music in deserted 
Orchards, hurried on, and soon forgot. 

The Bookman Robert Silliman Hilly er 


ELEGY 

On a Dead Mermcdd 
Washed Ashore at Plymouth Rock 

Pallidly sleeping, the Ocean’s mysterious daughter 
Lies in the lee of the boulder that shattered her 
charms; 

Dawn rushes over the level horizon of water 
And touches to flickering crimson her face and her 
arms, 

While every scale in that marvelous tail 

Quivers with colour like sun on a Mediterranean sail. 

Could you not keep to the ocean that lulls the 
Equator, 

Soulless, immortal, and fatally fair to the gaze, 

Or were you called to the North by an ecstasy greater 
Than any you knew in those ancient and terrible days 
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When all your delight was to flash on the sight 

Of the wondering sailor and lure him to death in the 
watery night? 

Was there, perhaps, on the deck of some faraway 
vessel 

A lad from New England whose fancy you failed to 
ensnare? 

Who, born of this virtuous rock, and accustomed to 
wrestle 

With beauty in all of its forms, became your despair, 

And awoke in your breast a mortal unrest 

That dragged you away from the South to your death 
in the cold Northwest? 

Pallidly sleeping, your body is shorn of its magic. 

But Death gives a soul to whatever is lovely and dies. 

Now the Ocean reclaims you again, lest a marvel so 
tragic 

Remain to be mocked by our earthly and virtuous 
eyes, 

And reason redeems already what seems 

Only a fable like all of our strange and beautiful 
dreams. 

The New Republic Robert Silliman Hillyer 


FOR MAISTER GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

A bard there was, and that a worthy wight. 
Who from the time that he began to write 
Served God and beauty with an humble mind, 
And most of all, he knew and loved mankind. 
Laughing he was, and quick at many a jest; 
The Lord loves mirth — ^the devil take the rest! 
A simple grace ere wine was poured at dinner, 
A ready hand outstretched to saint and sinner, 
A prayer at times, not lengthy but devout, — 
This was our poef s faith without a doubt. 
Travel he loved, and wonders had to tell 
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Of royal France and Italy as well, 

And everywhere he went, his furtive pen 
Took down the secrets of his fellow-men, 

Their faces and their stories, high and low, 

From lordly Petrarch and Boccaccio 
Unto the meanest villein who could hold 
Some tavern audience with the tales he told- 
Yet with his scrivening, he never swerved 
From duty to King Edward, whom he served, 

And though he roamed both France and Italy, 
England was where he ever longed to be, 

And thither he returned with magic spoils 
That England might have pleasure of his toils, 
And hear his brave chivalric stories sung 
By English pilgrims in the English tongue. 

Noble his spirit was, and gay his heart; 

A judge of wine, a master of his art. 

He loved all men, nor was ashamed to show it; 

He was a very parfit, gentil poet, 

Gentil in life, and parfit in his rhyme, — 

God send us such another in our time! 

The Outlook Robert Silliman Hillyer 


PATHS ACROSS THE SEA 

On the silver crest of the ocean’s breast, 

With the winds of rare delight, 

My ship and I like sea-wraiths fly 
To the surge of a tropic night. 

On the silver crest of the lustred west, 

Like the dance of a far-flung tune, 

We cleave a way of star-struck spray 
On our path to the fairy moon. 

The Freeman Arthur Crew Inman 
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RIVER SONG 


Down the great and ponderous river, 

A man, lean, sinewy, tireless, 

Poles his deeply laden barge. 

And as he poles he chants a song, 
Monotonous, dreary, sad, 

A song from the centuries past, 

Born when the earth and race were young. 
Ages and ages ago. 

When he is dead, 

And the gay poppies on the bank 
Flaunt above his grave, 

Another, 

Even as he, 

Will pole his deeply laden barge, 

Down the great and ponderous river — 
Awhile — 

Ere he too passes. 

But the song will not die. 

Contemporary Verse Arthur Crew Inman 


IN APRIL 

Something back in April 

Wracked my heart with pain, 

Putting out joy’s fires 
Like a fog-hunched rain. 

Something back in April 
Quenched the joy I had; 

What, I can’t remember — 

April was so gladl 

Voices^ A Journal of Verse 

Winifred Virginia Jackson 
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UNDER-CURRENTS 


I was like a pebble 
On a sandy shore 

Where the sea waves stamped their feet 
At the green land’s door. 

I was like a pebble 

That a gnarled hand, cool. 

Picked up from the sun-domed sands, 

‘Flung into a pool. 

Is it then to wonder 
That, from where I lie, 

All I send to heaven is 
But a bitter cry? 

Voices y A Journal of Verse 

Winifred Virginia Jackson 

THE NORTHWEST CORNER 

I wish that Nate had let me grow 
Some roses there! 

I would have pulled the phlox, but, oh, 

I did not dare ! 

His mother planted of that phlox; 

So stiff and tall 

And friendlessly it grew, nor leaned 
Against the wall. 

For forty years I longed to have. 

Amid the fret. 

Some roses in the garden just 
To help forget. 

/ wish that Nate had let 'me grow 
Some roses there! 

I would have pulled the phloXy but^ oh, 

I did not dare! 

The Outlook Winifred Virginia Jackson 
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HERITAGE 


Door, I was, yes, afraid of you. 

So slowly you swung back. 

Your bending murmurs falling in 
The dark, with creak and crack. 

I pooh-poohed each move of yours. 

I whispered, “Tis the wind, 

That scurries by, swift poking you 
With mischief’s fingered mind!” 

But suddenly a nameless fear 
Coiled like a snake of hate. 

And hissed and struck! I leaped and closed 
And locked you, cursing fate! 

Door, was I then afraid of you? 

I now lean low and hide 
More fearful of the shapeless things 
That stand and wait outside. 

Voices, A Journal of Verse 

Winifred Virginia Jackson 


MEASURE 

When we count out our gold at the end of the day, 
And have filtered the dross that has cumbered the way; 
Oh! What were the hold of our treasury then 
Save the love we have shown to the children of men. 

The Crisis Geor^ Douglas Johnson 
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VIRGINIANA 


Slow turns the water by the green marshes. 

In Virginia, 

Overhead the sea fowl 

Make silver flashes, cry harsh as peacocks. 

Capes and islands stand. 

Ocean thunders, 

The light houses burn red and gold stars. 

In Virginia 

Run a hundred rivers. 

The dogwood is in blossom, 

The pink honeysuckle. 

The fringe tree. 

My love is the ghostly armed sycamore. 

My loves are the yellow pine and the white pine, 
My love is the mountain linden. 

Mine is the cedar. 

Ancient forest. 

Hemlock-mantled cliff, 

Black cohosh. 

Golden-rod, ironweed. 

And purple farewell-summer. 

Maple red in the autunm. 

And plunge of the moimtain brook. 

The wind bends the wheat ears, 

The wind bends the com, 

The wild grape to the vineyard grape 
Sends the season’s greetings. 

Timothy, clover, 

Apple, peach! 

The blue grass talks to the moss and fern. 

Sapphire-shadowed, deep-bosomed, long-limbed, 
Mountains lie in the garden of the sky, 

Evening is a passion flower, morning is a rose! 
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Old England sailed to Virginia, 

Bold Scotland sailed, 

Vine- wreathed France sailed, 

And the Rhine sailed, 

And Ulster and Cork and Killarney, 

Out of Africa — out of Africa! 

Guinea Coast, Guinea Coast, 

Senegambia, Dahomey — 

Now One, 

Now Virginia! 

Pocahontas steals through the forest. 

Along the Blue Ridge ride the Knights of the Horse- 
shoe, 

Young George Washington measures neighbour’s 
land from neighbour, 

In the firelight Thomas Jefferson plays his violin. 
Violin, violin! 

Patrick Henry speaks loud in Saint John’s church. 
Andrew Lewis lifts his flintlock. — 

0 Fringed Hunting Shirt, where are you going? 
George Rogers Clarke takes Kagkaskia and Vincennes. 

They tend tobacco. 

And they hoe the corn, 

Colored folk singing. 

Singing sweetly of heaven 
And the Lord Jesus. 

Broad are the tobacco leaves. 

Narrow are the com blades, 

Little blue morning glories run through the corn 
fields. 

Sumach, sumach! 

Blue-berried cedar, 

Persimmon and pawpaw, 

Chinquepin. 

Have you seen the ’possum? 

Have you seen the ’coon? 
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Have you heard the whippoorwill? 
Whippoorwill ! Whippoorwill ! 

Whip — ^poor — ^will ! 

White top wagons 
Rolling westward. 

Bearded men 
Looking westward. 

Women, children, 

Gazing westward. 

Kentucky! 

Ohio! 

Halt at eve and build the fire. 

Dogs, 

Long guns, 

Household gear. 

’Ware the Indian! 

White top wagons going westward. 

Edgar Allan Poe 
Walking in the moonlight. 

In the woods of Albemarle, 

’Neath the trees of Richmond, 
Pondering names of women, 

Annabel — ^Annie, 

Lenore — ^Uialume. 

JVIaury, Maury! 

What of Winds and Currents? 

Maury, Maury, 

Ocean rover! 

But when you come to die, 

“Carry me through Goshen Pass 
When the rhododendron is in bloom!” 

Men in gray. 

Men in blue. 

Very young men. 

Meet by a river. 
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Overhead are fruit trees. 

“Water — ^water! 

We will drink, then fight.” — 

“0 God, why do we 
Fight anyhow? 

It’s a good swimming hole 
And the cherries are ripe!” 

Bronze men on bronze horses, 

Down the long avenue. 

They ride in the sky, 

Bronze men. 

Stuart cries to Jackson, 

Jackson cries to Lee, 

Lee cries to Washington. 

Bronze men, 

Great soldiers. 

The church bells ring, 

In Virginia. 

Sonorous, 

Sweet, 

In the sunshine. 

In the rain. 

Salvation! It is Sunday • 

Salvation! It is Sunday ^ 

In Virginia, 

Locust trees in bloom. 

Long grass in the church yard, 

June bugs zooning round the roses. 

First bell — second bell! 

All the ladies are in church. 

Now the men will follow, 

In Virginia, 

In Virginia 1 

The Reviewer Mary Johnston. 
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PREMONITION 


The colorless thin voices of the dark 
Grow fainter as the moon begins to rise, 

And like a scimitar the river lies 

Curving among pale trees with silvered bark. 

Here at this height we stand, whose lips contain 
Our vain protesting youth that stirs and cries 
Dumbly within us. Under widened skies 
Star-deep in silence, how should we complain? 

The hours move slowly toward their shining end. 
Brimmed with broad moonlight and the damp of earth. 
We are but misers who are forced to spend 
Our heritage of time, and face long dearth 
Of wordless nights beneath moomwhitened trees, — 

In years to come, more desolate than these. 

The Outlook Bernice Lesbia Kenyon 


ANSWER TO A TIMID LOVER 

These shall be my songs to you: 

Water running up a hill. 

Stones singing as birds do. 

Rain falling hot and shrill. 

Black £ames burning high. 

Wind clouds changless and at rest. 

Sun that sets in the eastern sky 
And rises in the west! 

You may know by these things 
I am coming and very near; 

Then hide! hide when the first stone sings. 

Lest you be stricken down with fear! 

The Outlook Bernice Lesbia Kenyon 
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HOMECOMING IN STORM 


The ocean thunders in the cavemed sky. 

And gulls fall straight against a crest of foam, 

The black wind roars to bring the great storm by, 
And all my sails are full to bear me home! 

Thus I come in with rain, and salty lips 
Crusted with spray, and eyes that see for miles 
Over the harbor bar, to the huddled ships, 

And docks, and roofs, and maple-darkened aisles. 

The rain smells all of maple and of hay, 

And now I put the sea behind my back, 

And cross the streets and fields in the old way, 
With all the clouds above me hanging black. 

And stand here in the rain before your door 
Moveless with joy, to know you near once more. 

The Nation Bernice Lesbia Kenyon 


NOCTURNE 

I 

Now of this nearness take your deep repose; 

Put the dim world aside. . . . 

Peace like the sea, as level and as wide, 

Over your eyelids flows. 

II 

No time can touch you, where the slow profound 
Measures of silence beat 
Eternally, whose music is complete 
Beyond all earthly sound. 

III 

Weighted with darkness bend your sorrowful head; 
The wind upon your brow — 

The firm, cool touch of quiet — softly now 
Is laid, till light be fled. 
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IV 

Gone is the hunger — ^the insatiate thing — 

The slowly ravening flame; 

Vanished the fear that had no certain name. 
Most sure their banishing. 

V 

Slow tides of air move over you to fold 
The ancient darkness near. 

Where silently through cloud, faint stars appear, 
That are so still and old. 


VI 

Oh, never shall the dream of morning find 
Its way to you, nor break 
Your shadow-marvel of rest, to bid you wake 
And leave your peace behind. 

The Outlook Bernice Lesbia Kenyon 


SUNRISE 

IVe never seen the great sun rise. 

For then I am in bed; 

The sands of slumber in my eyes 
Hold down my drowsy head. 

I think the sun climbs up the sky 
And throws the clouds away. 

Then girds her flaming tunic high 
And strides to meet the day. 

Soft-touched by bird’s wings is her head; 

Her feet caressed by trees; 

She turns their leaves to gold and red 
And stoops to drink the seas. 

Lincoln Lore Katharine Kosmak 
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BLIND CLAY 


onaparte Johnson and Nero Katz 
it in the shade and discuss doormats 
Homhusk, fiber, and metal-meshed) , 

Tiile men stalk death in Omsk and Resht. 

is Grace of the Garter and tall Lord James 
it in their club beside the Thames, 
nd prate of polo and cricket score^ — 
y Nile and Ganges the Red fires roar. 

is Grace and Katz must be blood-brother, 
nd Johnson and James must be each other, 
eer and plowman are one blind clay, 

^hen their souls are born in a rut — and stay. 

The Nation Mary Fleming Labaree 


GOOD-BYE— TO MY MOTHER 
(Kansas Authors’ Club Prize Poem for 1921) 

et not your heart be altogether lonely 
[ow that the last, reluctant words are said, 
take away my face and voice, but leave you 
[y heart, instead. 

►ur separate lives will only make love dearer, 
nd beautiful as distant mountains are. 

Then all the little hills erase each other, 
nd leave no scar. 

dr every westward-blowing wind is my wind, 
^awning I send you, when my sun is high, 
jid all God’s lovely stars are ours togemer. 
dod-bye ! Good-bye ! 

The Kansas City Star 
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THE JILT 
I 

Let other feet go drudging 
About the house he built! 

A free girl, a jilted girl — 

Fm glad he was a jilt. 

We quarrelled till it almost 
Destroyed my breath of life. 

He nagged me and bullied me, 

As if I’d been his wife. 

II 

We grew cold and bitter 
The more we would explain, 

And if we held our tongues 
The worse it was again. 

He flashed a cruel sign, 

I flashed a cruel word, 

And neither could forget 
The blame the other heard. 

III 

But his eyes could be tender with love, and his voice — 
how tender! 

Some words he sang are with me the whole day 
through. 

I hang out the linen and burnish the brass and copper, 
And they won’t go out of my head, whatever I do. 

Strange how they come when I feel alone and for- 
saken. 

How they wake me up when the dawn in my room 
is hazy, 

How they drug me asleep when the night has darkened 
my pillow! 

Ah, a song will sing in your head when your heart 
is crazy! 
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IV 

What can I do but sit here and shake 
And let the windows rattle mournfully, 

While Sunday brings him never and Monday brings 
him not, 

And winter hides the town away from me — 

Dreaming how he drew my soul from my lips. 
Seeming just to hear forevermore 
What my heart tells the clock, what the clock tells 
my heart, 

Dreaming back the springtime at my door? 

V 

Why should I curl my hair for him? 

He said the trouble couldn’t be mended, 

He said it must be good-bye and go; 

And he took up his hat, and all was ended. 

So all was over. And I’m not dead! 

And I’ve shed all the tears I’m going to shed! 

And now he’s wanting to come again? 

Perhaps he’s sorry, perhaps he misses 
The hill-top girl. Well, let him come! 

But no more love and no more kisses — 

Whatever the future, gay or grim, 

Why should I curl my hair for him? 

VI 

I shall go out in the sun today. 

I don’t know whether to laugh or pray, 

For along the waking paths of spring 
Bird calls to bird till the branches ring. 

Something stirs me — spring’s own will — 

To wander to the edge of the hill, 

Where I can see as I look down 
Patches of green on the gray old town. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse 
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ON BEING TOLD THAT 
MY CHILD RESEMBLES ME 


I would not have you of my fashioning, 
Sweet child — not yours these hands that 
wine 

Life proffers! You, with steadier grasp than 
Shall lift the chalice high; 

Shall drink and, drinking, sing 

The song that on my lips would never 
sky! 


spill the 
mine, 


reach the 


Not yours these faltering feet, these straining eyes 
That cannot see the stars for mists of earth! 

Oh, naught have I to give you of my dearth! 

For your clear gaze shall see 
Beauty through all disguise. 

And winged shall be your feet like those of 
Mercury! 

Yet for your voice of sweetness and of power 
My voice shall set the key; my candle-light 
Shall fire your torch to flame through all the night. 

Be, dear one — if you must 
Be aught of me — ^the flower 

Of all my aspirations, blossoming from their 
dust! 

The Lyric Mary Sinton Leitch 


SILENCE 

What do I love the dearest in my wood? 

The violets as white as virgin’s snood, 

The gauzy humming-bird? 

The scurrying insect-life when moss is stirred 
By an inquiring hand? 
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The odors that the Balmy south wind brings? 

The brown pine-needles carpeting the land 
Richer than any rug from Samarcand? 

Oh dearly, dearly do I love these things! 

And yet, of all, I love the silence best — 

The silence of the wood — 

That gently seems to nest 

And nestle in the over-burdened heart; 

Soft as the feathered breast 
Of yonder thrush that hovers near her brood; 
Silence that soothes the ache and pain and smart 
Of Life’s swift lash laid on the quivering soul. 

It is a chalice full of sanctities. 

It is a benediction breathing peace. 

It is as calm, as deep. 

As cool green wells of sleep 

In which the spirit sinks and is made whole. 

And if from some bird-throat a sudden rill 
Of sound may flow, 

It is but etched against the stillness so 
That all the wood seems even more deeply still. 

Yet most for this I love the silence best 
That it is big with longings unexpressed 
And lyric with unutterable song; — 

Astir with winds eind wings 

That ever with their soundless whisperings 

Up-lift my heart and make my spirit strong. 

For silence is as wide 

And boundless as the wide and boundless sea: 

It flows around me in a mighty tide 
Of vast beatitude. 

Oh may I ever live upon the shore 
Of its beneficent immensity 

That, when life’s clamor grows too harsh and rude, 
I may steal forth to the great quietude; 

That I may feel its healing waters pour 
Over my tired soul and wash it clean 
Of trivial things and mean! 

And thus it is the silence of the wood, 
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The silence of renewal and of rest, 

That I love best — 

The silence that today envelops me, 

Yet bears within its bosom all eternity. 

The Lyric West Mary Sinton Leitch 


TO A HERMIT THRUSH 

Great lyricist, you sing of vanished ships 
Whose spirits haunt the mist-enshrouded dune. 

Or of long-dead, forgotten lovers’ lips 

That drank their draughts of joy beneath the moon; 

Of Cleopatra’s form, of Helen’s face, 

Of Ceasar’s fame: Egypt and Greece and Rome 
You know not but all glory and all grace 
Within your cosmic strains are gathered home. 

And I who feel within my aching breast 
Your own wild, sweet necessity to sing; — 

When clouds, rose-petalled, blossom in the west 
Or when arbutus buds are pink with spring, 

I must delay and grope for speech, with art 
Striving — ^in vain — ^to capture ecstacy; — 

While unrestrained you pour your lyric heart — 
Your lyric soul itself — ^upon the sky, 

So clearly soars your pure, celestial song 
Above poor human need of stammering words. 

Ah, that is poetry! Speech does beauty wrong, 

I think there are no poets save the birds. 

The Stepladder Mary Sinton Leitch 
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IN PRAISE OF JOHNNY APPLESEED 
Born 1775-Died 1847 


Johnny Appleseed, whose real name was John 
Chapman, was horn in New England in 1775. He 
died near Fort Wayne in 1847. He was less than 
thirty years of age when he began the picturesque and 
purposeful life-work to which Mr. Lindsay pays vivid 
tribute in the following pages. In 1803, or perhaps 
a bit earlier, young Chapman moved westward to the 
neighborhood of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. There he 
began to work out the settled purpose of his life, 
which was to move westward, keeping always a little 
in advance of the peopled frontier, planting orchards 
as he went. As civilization periodically caught up 
with him, he disposed of his trees for a “fip-penny 
bit” apiece, for food or old clothes, or, more fre- 
quently, gave them away. 

For forty-six years he walked barefoot and unarmed 
through the wilderness. He was often clothed only 
in an old coffee-sack, with holes for his head and 
arms, and carried a tin pan, which often served as 
his hat. The Indians regarded him as a great “medi- 
cine-man,” doubtless because he scattered through the 
woods the seeds of medicinal plants, such as catnip 
and pennyroyal. He was a lover of children and ani- 
mals. He was never molested by the Indians or by 
the beasts. He was welcomed everywhere. He lived 
to see his trees bearing fruit over a territory of a 
hundred thousand acres. 

He was a sort of secular medicant friar. An inci- 
dental part of his mission was to spread the doctrines 
of Emanuel Swedenborg. In the following poem Mr. 
Lindsay pays homage to a character that has been 
too often treated as eccentric only . — The Editor. 

I. Over the Appalachian Barricade 
In the days of President Washington, 

The glory of the nations, 



Dust and ashes. 

Snow and sleet, 

And hay and oats and wheat, 

Blew west, 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

Found the glades of rotting leaves, the soft deer- 
pastures. 

The farms of the far-off future 
In the forest. 

Colts jumped the fence. 

Snorting, ramping, snapping, snifBng, 

With gastronomic calculations. 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

The east walls of our citadel. 

And turned to gold-horned unicorns. 

Feasting in the dim, volunteer farms of the forest. 
Stripedest, kickingest kittens escaped. 

Caterwauling “Yankee Doodle Dandy,” 

Renounced their poor relations, 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

And turned to tiny tigers 
In the humorous forest. 

Chickens escaped 

From farmyard congregations, 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

And turned to amber trumpets 
On the ramparts of our Hoosiers’ nest and citadel, 
Millennial heralds 
Of the mazy forest. 

Pigs broke loose, scrambled west, 

Scorned their loathsome stations, 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

Turned to roaming, foaming wild boars 
Of the forest. 

The smallest, blindest puppies toddled west 
While their eyes were coming open. 

And, with misty observations, 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

Barked, barked, barked 
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At the glow-worms and the marsh lights and the 
lightning-bugs, 

And turned to ravening wolves 
Of the forest. 

Crazy parrots and canaries flew west, 

Drunk on May-time revelations. 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

And turned to delirious, flower-dressed fairies 
Of the lazy forest. 

Haughtiest swans and peacocks swept west, 

And, despite soft derivations. 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

And turned to blazing warrior souls 
Of the forest. 

Singing the ways 
Of the Ancient of Days, 

And the “Old Continentals 
In their ragged regimentals,” 

With bard’s imaginations. 

Crossed the Appalachians. 

And 
A boy 
Blew west, 

And with prayers and incantations, 

And with “Yankee Doodle Dandy,” 

Crossed the Appalachians, 

And was “young John Chapman,” 

Then 

“Johimy Appleseed, Johnny Appleseed,” 

Chief of the fastnesses, dappled and vast. 

In a pack on his back. 

In a deer-hide sack. 

The beautiful orchards of the past, 

The ghosts of all the forests and the groves — 

In that pack on his back, 

In that talisman sack, 

Tomorrow’s peaches, pears, and cherries, 

Tomorrow’s grapes and red raspberries, 

Seeds and tree souls, precious things. 



Feathered with microscopic wings, 

All the outdoors the child heart knows, 

And the apple, green, red, and white. 

Sun of his day and his night — 

The apple allied to the thorn, 

Child of the rose. 

Porches untrod of forest houses 
All before him, all day long, 

“Yankee Doodle” his marching song; 

And the evening breeze 
Joined his psalms of praise 
As he sang the ways 
Of the Ancient of Days. 

Leaving behind august Virginia, 

Proud Massachusetts, and proud Maine, 

Planting the trees that would march and train 
On, in his name to the great Pacific, 

Like Birnam wood to Dunsinane, 

Johnny Appleseed swept on, 

Every shackle gone, 

Loving every sloshy brake. 

Loving every skunk and snake. 

Loving every leathery weed, 

Johnny Appleseed, Johnny Appleseed, 

Master and ruler of the unicom-ramping forest, 

The tiger-mewing forest, 

The rooster-trumpeting, boar-foaming, wolf-ravening 
forest, 

The spirit-haunted, fairy-enchanted forest, 

Stupendous and endless, 

Searching its perilous ways 

In the name of the Ancient of Days. 

II. The Indians Worship Him, but He Hurries on 

Painted kings in the midst of the clearings 
Heard him asking his friends the eagles 
To guard each planted seed and seedling, 
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Then he was a god, to the red man’s dreaming; 

Then the chiefs brought treasures grotesque and 
fair, — 

Magical trinkets and pipes and guns, 

Beads and furs from their medicine-lair, — 

Stuck holy feathers in his hair, 

Hailed him with austere delight. 

The orchard god was their guest through the night. 

While the late snow blew from bleak Lake Erie, 
Scourging rock and river and reed, 

All night long they made great medicine 
For Jonathan Chapman, 

Johnny Appleseed, 

Johnny Appleseed; 

And as though his heart were a wind-blown wheat- 
sheaf, 

As though his heart were a new-built nest, 

As though their heaven house were his breast, 

In swept the snow-birds singing glory. 

And I hear his bird heart beat its story, 

Hear yet how the ghost of the forest shivers, 

Hear yet the cry of the gray, old orchards. 

Dim and decaying by the rivers, 

And the timid wings of the bird-ghosts beating, 

And the ghosts of the tom-toms beating, beating. 


But he left their wigwams and their love. 

By the hour of dawn he was proud and stark, 
Kissed the Indian babes with a sigh, 

Went forth to live on roots and bark, 

Sleep in the trees, while the years howled by. 
Calling the catamounts by name, 

And buffalo bulls no hand could tame, 

Slaying never a living creature, 

Joining the birds in every game, 

With the gorgeous turkey gobblers mocking, 

With ^he lean-necked eagles boxing and shouting; 
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Sticking their feathers in his hair, — 

Turkey feathers, 

Eagle feathers, — 

Trading hearts with the whole young earth, 

Swept on winged and wonder-crested. 

Bare-armed, barefooted, and bare-breasted. 

The maples, shedding their spinning seeds, 

Called to his appleseeds in the ground. 

Vast chestnut-trees, with their butterfly nations. 

Called to his seeds without a sound. 

And the chipmunk turned a somersault, 

And the foxes danced the Virginia reel; 

Hawthorne and crab-thom bent, rain-wet. 

And dropped their flowers in his night-black hair; 
And the soft fawns stopped for his perorations; 

And his black eyes shone through the forest-gleam, 
And he plunged young hands into new-turned earth, 
And prayed dear orchard boughs into birth; 

And he ran with the rabbit and slept with the stream. 
And so for us he made great medicine, 

And so for us he made great medicine, 

In the days of President Washington. 

Ill, Johnny Appleseed’s Old Age 
Long, long after. 

When settlers put up beam and rafter, 

They asked of the birds: ‘^Who gave this fruit? 

Who watched this fence till the seeds took root? 

Who gave these boughs?” They asked the sky, 

And there was no reply. 

But the robin might have said, 

‘To the farthest West he has followed the sim. 

His life and his empire just begun.” 

Self-scourged, like a monk, with a throne for wages, 
Stripped like the iron-souled Hindu sages, 

Draped like a statue, in strings like a scarecrow, 
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His helmet-hal an old tin pan, 

But worn in the love of tibe heart of man, 

More sane than the helm of Tamerlane, 

Hairy Ainu, wild man of Borneo, Robinson Crusoe — 
Johnny Appleseed; 

And the robin might have said, 

“Sowing, he goes to the far, new West, 

With the apple, the sun of his burning breast — 

The apple allied to the thorn. 

Child of the rose.” 

Washington buried in Virginia, 

Jackson buried in Tennessee, 

Young Lincoln, dreaming in Illinois, 

And Johnny Appleseed, priestly and free. 

Knotted and gnarled, past seventy years, 

Still planted on in the woods alone. 

Ohio and young Indiana — 

These were his wide altar-stone, 

Where still he burnt out flesh and bone. 

Twenty days ahead of the Indian, twenty years ahead 
of the white man. 

At last the Indian overtook him, at last the Indian 
hurried past him; 

At last the white man overtook him, at last the white 
man hurried past him; 

At last his own trees overtook him, at last his own 
trees hurried past him. 

Many cats were tame again, 

Many ponies tame again, 

Many pigs were lame again, 

Many canaries tame again; 

And the real frontier was his sun-burnt breast. 

From the fiery core of that apple, the earth, 

Sprang apple-amaranths divine. 

Love’s orchards climbed to the heavens of the West, 
And snowed the earthly sod with flowers. 
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Farm hands from the terraces of the blest 
Danced on the mists with their ladies fine ; 

And Johnny Appleseed laughed with his dreams, 

And swam once more the ice-cold streams. 

And the doves of the spirit swept through the hours, 
With doom-calls, love-calls, death-calls, dream-calls; 
And Johnny Appleseed, all the year. 

Lifted his hands to the farm-filled sky, 

To the apple-harvesters busy on high; 

And so once more his youth began. 

And so for us he made great medicine — 

Johnny Appleseed, medicine-man. 

Then 

The sun was their tumed-up barrel, 

Out of which their apples rolled, 

Down the repeated terraces, 

Thumping across the gold, 

A presence in each apple that touched the forest mold, 
A ballot-box in each apple, 

A state capital in each apple. 

Great high schools, great colleges. 

All America in each apple. 

Each red, rich, round, and bouncing moon 
That touched the forest mold. 

Like scrolls and rolled-up flags of silk, 

He saw the fruits unfold. 

All color and all glory in one wild-flower-tangled 
dream, 

Confusion and death sweetness, and a thicket of crab- 
thoms, 

Heart of a hundred midnights, heart of thousand 
moms, 

Heaven’s boughs bent down with their alchemy. 
Perfumed airs, and thoughts of wonder. 

And the dew on the grass and his own cold tears 
Were one in brooding mystery. 

Though death’s loud thunder came upon him, 
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Though death’s Icmd thunder struck him down; 

The houghs and the proud thoughts swept through the 
thunder, 

Till he saw the wide nation, each State a flower, 
Each petal a park for holy feet, 

With wild fawns merry on every street, 

. The vista of a thousand years, flower-lighted and 
complete. 

Hear the lazy weeds murmuring, bays and rivers whis- 
pering, 

From Michigan to Texas, California to Maine; 

Listen to the eagles, screaming, calling, 

“Johnny Appleseed, Johnny Appleseed,” 

There by the doors of old Fort Wayne. 


In the four-poster bed Johnny Appleseed built. 
Autumn rains were the curtains, autumn leaves were 
the quilt. 

He laid him down sweetly, and slept through the 
night, 

Like a bump on a log, like a stone washed white, 
There by the doors of old Fort Wayne. 

The Century Magazine Vachel Lindsay 


MIRRORS 

I am told that beauty is a reflection. 

I am wondering if it is true that beauty does not exist, 
That it is a reflection. 

If beauty is a reflection there must somewhere be a 
mirror. * 

The mirror itself may be beauty. 

It is very puzzling. 
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I am in an elevated train. 

An old woman and a young woman are sitting 
together. 

It is by chance that they are sitting together. 

They are strangers. 

I can see that the young woman is modish. 

High heels and pumps are part of her beauty. 

A purple hat, the fol^ of her veil, suggestions of color 
are parts of her beauty. 

Slimness, contour, languor of manner 
Industriously support and reassure her beauty. 

I can see her beauty. 

It is not a reflection, 

I can see the slimness of the old woman. 

It is lean. 

I am aware of her contour. 

It is hungry. 

The old woman does not have a purple hat 
But there is a veil over her face. 

The pattern of the veil is fine and very soft 
It was woven by pain. 

The eyes of the old woman have been set in light 
It is not a common light. 

It was kindled by joy. 

I am not looking at die old woman. 

I am looking at a mirror and a reflection. 

Contemporary Verse Herbert H. Longfellow 


YELLOW LEAVES 

Songs, once heard, are heard again 
Widi first hearing laden; 

Be it joy they brushed, or pain, 

Be it man or maiden, 
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Down the years they bear off, now 
Memories for freighting; 

Sunsets in their sails, at prow. 

Lanterns of long waiting. 

Raindrops in the dark, to one. 

Hush two hearts together; 

This man loves an April sun, 

That, wild ocean weather. 

When you said it, yesterday. 

Yellow leaves wore sorrow: 

Yellow leaves will always say 
There is no tomorrow. 

Hot per* s Magazine Benjamin R. C. Low 


THE REVENGE 

All night I read a little book, 

A very little book it was. 

It had a pretty, shimmering look 
Like silver threaded into gauze. 

I read it till the windows turned 
Into blue ghosts which stared at me. 

The fire tittered as it burned. 

A dwarfish sneer perched on my knee. 

Who was it put the poison there? 

Who has conceived this hellish thing — 
To lay a sightless, soundless snare 
Amid its lovely whispering? 

So gently came the rush of rhymes, 

So lightly breathed the poison in — 
Who thinks of cinquecento crimes, 
White hellebore on jessamine? 



I took that little shy, sleek book 
And set a crimson match to it. 

It crinkled like a freshet brook, 

And flaked and vanished, bit by bit. 

There was no book my hands could hold, 

No book my eyes could ever see, 

But round my head it ran, a bold 
Ironical phylactery. 

I cannot read the book again, 

But there’s no need, it scalds my head, 

A strip of livid, living pain 
I shall not lose till 1 am dead. 

For hate is old as eagle peaks, 

And hate is new as sunrise gulls, 

And hate is ravening vulture beaks 
Descending on a place of skulls. 

Hate is a torch, hate is a spur. 

Hate will accomplish my design: 

The author’s first biographer! 

I pray, O Hate, that task be mine. 

I shall not need to criticize 
Nor look the subject up at all, 

But simply turn round both my eyes 
And gaze at my brain’s inner wall. 

There I shall see a fresco wreath 
Of letters moulded of dried tears. 

And aimotated underneath 

The things IVe thought and thought for years. 

’Twill be a pleasant job, I think, 

To crumble up those dusty tears, 

And stir them thickly in my ink: 

Hate paid at last his long arrears. 
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My footnotes will enrich the brew 
With colours I’ve brought back from Hell. 
I’ll write down all I ever knew. 

By Satan’s ears. I’ll write it well! 

By Satan’s tongue! I’ll tell the truth. 
And not one word will add to it. 

From his egregious, twisted youth 
To his last frozen torture fit. 

I’ll write down his biography 

So that the world will die of laughter. 

I’ll pin him like a squirming fly, 

A comic spasm of hereafter. 

I’ll make his sins a jig of mirth, 

His loves so many masterpieces 
Of high derision. I will dig 
Bare the cold roots of his caprices. 

I’ll sling about him every soul 
He squeezed and drained to give him drink. 
His wife gone mad — I’ll make it droll. 
Bless the Hell colors in my ink! 

I’ll leave him not a decent rag 
Of tragedy to wrap about him. 

I’ll hang him up as a red flag 

Till every street boy learns to shout him. 

I’ve taken up a pretty whim. 

But, tit for tat, he had his chance. 

And I may end by blessing him, 

My partner in this ghoulish dance. 

He slew me for a time — admitted; 

But I shall slay him for all time. 

Poor shrivelled clown whom I’ve outwitted, 
I pardon you your poisoned rhyme. 
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Go peacefully, for I have done 
"With you, and your false book is dead. 
There’s sorrow, too, in having won. 

Go softly then, and go wellsped. 

The New Republic Amy Lowell 


THE BOOK OF STONES AND LILIES 

I read a book 
With a golden name. 

Written in blood 
On a leaf of flame. 


And the words of the book 
Were clothed in white. 
With tiger colors 
Making them bright. 


The sweet words sang 
Like an angel choir. 

And their purple wings 
Beat the air to fire. 


Then I rose on my bed. 

And attended my ear. 

And the words sang carefully 
So I could hear. 


The dark night opened 
Like a silver bell, 

And I heard what it was 
The words must tell: 
‘‘‘Heaven is good. 

Evil is Hell.” 
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The night shut up 
Like a silver bell. 

But the words still sang, 

And I listened well. 

I heard the tree- winds 
Crouch and roar, 

I saw green waves 
On a stony shore. 

I saw blue wings 
In a beat of fire. 

My hands clutched the feathers 
Of all desire. 

I cried for hammers, 

For a hand of brass. 

But my soul was hot 
As melted glass. 

Then the bright, bright words. 

All clothed in white. 

Stood in the circle of the silver night. 

And sang: 

“Energy is Eternal Delight. 

Energy is the only life.” 

And my sinews were like bands of brass, 

And the glass of my soul hardened and shone 
With all fires, and I sought the ripeness of sac- 
rifice 

Across the dew and the gold of a young day* 

, Scribner* s Magazine Amy Lowell 
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MINIATURE 


Because the little gentleman made nautical instru- 
ments 

And lived in a street which ran down to the sea, 

The neighbors called him “Salt Charlie,” 

I wonder what they would have said if they had 
known 

That he stole out every evening to a sweet-shop 
And bought sticks of red-and-white sugar candy. 

It was a pleasant thing to see him. 

Standing meekly before the custom-house, 

Sucking a sugar-stick, 

And gazing at the dead funnels of anchored steamers 
Against a star-sprung sky. 

I thought of him in an oval gilt frame 
Against sprigged wall-paper, 

Done in Fra Angelico pinks and blues 
Of a clear and sprightly elegance. 

Wherefore, being convinced of his value as ornament, 
I have set him on paper for the delectation 
Of sundry scattered persons 
Who consider such things important. 

The Century Magazine Amy Lowell 
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AQUATINT FRAMED IN GOLD 

Six flights up in an out-of-date apartment house 

Where all the door-jambs and wainscots are of black 
walnut 

And the last tenant died at the ripe age of eighty. 
Tick-tock, the grandfather’s clock, 

Crowded into a corner against the black walnut 
wainscot. 

Surrounded by the house-gods of her family for 
three generations: 

Teak-wood cabinets, rice-paper picture-books, slim, 
comfortless chairs of spotted bamboo. 

Too many house-gods for the space allotted them, 
exuding an old and corroding beauty, a beauty 
faded and smelling of the past. 

Tick-tock, the grandfather’s clock, 

Accurately telling the time, but forgetting whether 
it is today or yesterday. 

Sleeping every night in a walnut bedstead 

With a headboard like the end of a family pew; 

Waking every morning to the photographs of dead 
relations, 

Dead relations sifted all over the house, 

Accumulated in drifts like dust or snow. 

Tick-tock, the grandfather’s clock, 

Indifferently keeping up an old tradition. 
Unconcernedly registering the anniversaries of ill- 
nesses and deaths, 

But omitting the births, they were so long ago. 

The lady is neither young nor old, 

She walks like a waxwork among her crumbling pos- 
sessions. 

She is automatic and ageless like the clock, 

And she, too, is of a bygone pattern. 

She sits at her frugal dinner, 

130 



Careful of its ancient etiquette, 

Opposite the portrait of a great-aunt 
Done by a forgotten painter. 

The portrait lived once, it would seem, 

To judge by the coquetry of its attire, 

But the lady has always been a wajcwork, 

Of no age in particular, 

But of an unquestioned ancestry. 

Tick-tock, the grandfather’s clock. 

Ironically recording an hour of no importance. 

The Nation Amy Lowell 


INDIAN SUM;MER 

Blossoms shaken from their star forms 
Back to earth. 

Flying seedlings warm and waiting 
Drift in sunlight with the going 
Of the birds towards the south. 

Birds are going! 

They will sing before they go, 

Fill the orchard with their mirth; 

Song of harvest, song of summer, song of spring- 
time — 

They remember it was April long ago! 

We are parting, 

You are going towards the south! 

Love was birSi. 

Is this dying, 

Death my harvest, grief my summer, tears my spring- 
time? . . . 

Well, kiss me kindly, 

Song is warmest on the mouth! 

Give me love before you go! 

The Lyric 


131 


Jeannette Marks 



CLEAR POOLS 


WLat is this bitterness of love that scatters dust in 
the eyes? 

What this absence that shrivels the heart and the 
blood? 

What these cries that stop the ears with their pain? 

Oh, my Beloved, let us t^e our love unto God, 

He understands. He has fashioned us and is kind; 

How well He knows that love must carry its burden 

If it would run to bathe in clear pools and lift its 
eyes to the stars! 

What are we that we should not know that we are His? 

And of Him our passion and of Him our tears? 

His breast is deep and He will fold us there 

In the mystery of his dark, in the miracle of His close- 
ness. 

Distance from us knows He not, nor space. 

And our love which is His, how can it be divided from 
itself? 

Are we not one even as we are ffis? 

What is that cry? 

Is it sorrow or is it the wind upon the waters? 

What is this light that flows like a brook? 

Oh, my Beloved, how well He knows that love must 
carry its burden 

If it would run to bathe in clear pools and lift its eyes 
to the stars! 

The Lyric Jeannette Marks 
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ARRANGEMENT IN BLACK AND GOLD 
New Orleans^ 1821 

The lovely Portuguese is deadj 
Tall candles burn about her head. 

Her negro slave, Lili-Alixe, 

Prays with an ivory crucifix. 

Until strange men knock on the door. 

And walk upon the painted floor . . . 

O men who bear this poor dead woman 
Unto that place where nothing’s human, 

Behold your shadows this noon day 
And know that she is less than they. 

Rejoice that these black phantoms move, 

Your living presences to prove: 

Yourselves that still the heavy sim 
Finds here alive, and shines upon. 

The Double Dealer Walter McClellan 


MISS LIZA 

Miss Liza used to sew for us 
When we were little folk; 

Her eyes were black like cut- jet beads. 
Her teeth clicked when she spoke. 

Across her breast were rows of pins, 
WTxile dangling from a string 
Of turkey-red around her waist, 

Her scissors used to swing. 

She made us gay checked gingham frocks 
With sashes in the back. 

And when we wriggled, trying on. 

She’d give our heads a crack 
With her big thimble made of steel, 

Or stick us with a pin. 
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And then we’d cry so loud and sharp 
That Mother would come in 
To pat the place that hurt, or bring 
A plate of ginger cakes: 

Miss Liza’d raise her hands and say: 

‘“Well this beats all, lands’ sakes! 

If these ain’t just the spoiltest brats!” 

Then Mother’d stay a while 
And give us bits of dotted swiss 
To make doll-clothes, and smile 
And tell Miss Liza not to mind, 

For children didn’t know 
How hard it was for grown-up ones 
To make their clothes, and so 
Miss Liza’d sew on petticoats, 

With puffs and tucks in slants. 

And lace-edged ruflSied muslin drawers. 

Or little boys’ pants. 

Then after supper by the lamp, 

She’d knit and tell us how 

Aimt Annie tried when she was young, 

To milk the spotted cow. 

But best of all the stories was 
The one that Father played 
At scalping Indians and the boys 
Went with him on a raid 
To Farmer Jones’ turkey flock. 

Which scattered in affright, 

And over-turned a hive of bees 
That put the boys to flight. 

So windy nights when fingers seem 
To tap upon the pane, 

I see Miss Liza knitting socks, 

And hear those tales again. 

The Boston Transcript 

Virginia Taylor McCormick 
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THE BASKET MAKER 


Day after day he sits, 

His back like a low, round hill, 

While with knotted and work-worn hands 
(That have gained each year new skill) 

He plaits the reeds and withes 
Into intricate, beautiful things, 

Whose patterns, like thoughts, go out 
In infinite wanderings. . . . 

Patterns that bring to the man, 

Crouched under the matted hair 
(Gone grey with the sorrow of days 
And leaden nights of despair) 

Dear dreams of a wild-spent youth, 

When the fields and the roads called, Come! 
Of a girl, madonna-faced, pale. 

Whose beauty had left him dumb. 

For the heritage of his race 

Was silence ... he found no word . . . 

Love cowered and shrank away 

Like a wing-clipped, frightened bird. 

Ambitionless, dull, half dead, 

Day in, day out he stayed 

Bent over Ids wooden bench. . . , 

Plain useful baskets were made. . . . 

Then something stirred in his soul 
And wakened the beauty that lay 
Dormant through weary years. 

Too numb to hope or pray. . , . 

So the twisted yet habile hands 

Forever laid aside 

The patterns old and plain. . . . 

Fine flexible reeds were dyed 
With exquisite colours, soft 
As lights in the skies of Jime 
When the gold of the setting sun 
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Gives place to an argent moon: 

With crimson and blue and green, 

With deep, rich purple of Tyre, 

And delicate amber and bronze 
Like the flame of a driftwood fire. 

Now ever the strong gnarled hands 
Weave patterns whose splendour seems 
To crown the bowed grey head 
With a halo of wonderful dreams! 

And always the wearied back 
Leans over light shapes so rare 
That the spirit of ancient Greece 
Appears incarnate there. 

And deep in the grief-seared heart 
Where beauty has bloomed from pain. 

Is the music of rustling wings 
And the freshness of summer rain. 

American Poetry Magazine 

Virginia Taylor McCormick 


A NEW ENGLAND SPINSTER 

She never married. 

For she never tarried 

In all her life for her own pleasure; 

Wasted no youthful hours with love; 

Knew no regrets in her maturity; 

Gazed rigidly on futurity; 

And now in her tracks grown old the leisure 
This great square candled room speaks of 
To you or me 

Still is familiar to her as can be 
In terms of helpfulness to others. 

Religion enough were her six brothers — 
Who are dead — 
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And, as they never wed, 

She was mother to each brother 
And wife in wife’s stead. 

Cyrus drowsed in the Pilgrim chair; 

A sampler young Ezra worked hangs there; 
William’s geraniums are growing yet 
(She keeps them wet) ; 

Absalom stared at the low cracked ceiling, 

When his brain had no more thinking in it. 

Till the grandfather clock ticked his last minute; 

The cane blind Henry used for feeling 

Stands where his nervous hands 

Put it to stay (she would not move it) ; and the last, 

Epaphroditus, she told me, was the owner 

(Some earlier bygone being the donor) 

Of that scrupulously dusted plaster cast 
Upon the mantelpiece, to which each night 
She has brought for the ghosts their candle light 
As long as the town has known her. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post William B, McCourtie 


ALONE ON THE HILL 

Alone on the hill 

In the warm October noon, 

With the woods below 

And beyond their brilliance the sea: 

The moment has come, 

The rapt still instant of being. 

When water and wood are gone. 

There is nothing now 

But the on-rmming fluid of hours 

Gleaming with blue, yellow, crimson. 
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Now quick! Let me run on sharp stones, 

Let me strangle in surf choked with the hitter salt- 
water! 

Let me feel pain, feel torture, 

And the acid hunger of loneliness! 

Give me self, self — 

Before I am lost 

In this madness of space eternal, 

This horror of dream triumphant. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse 

Frederick R. McCreary 


SUBWAY WIND 

Far down, down through the city’s great, gaunt gut 
The grey train rushing bears the weary wind; 

In the packed cars the fans the crowd’s breath cut, 
Leaving the sick and heavy air behind. 

And pale-cheeked children seek the upper door 
To give their summer jackets to the breeze; 

Their laugh is swallowed in the deafening roar 
Of captive wind that moans for fields and seas; 
Seas cooling warm where native schooners drift 
Through sleepy waters where gulls wheel and sweep, 
Waiting for windy waves their keels to lift 
Lightly among the islands of the deep; 

Islands of lofty palm trees blooming white 
That lend their perfume to the tropic sea. 

Where fields lie idle in the dew-drenched night, 

And the Trades float above them fresh and free. 

The Liberator Claude McKay 
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LA PALOMA IN LONDON 


About Sobo we went before tbe light; 

We went, unresting six, craving new fun, 

New scenes, new raptures for the fevered night 
Of rollicking laughter, drink and song, was done. 
The vault was void, but for the dawn’s great star 
That shed upon our path its silver flame. 

When La Paloma on a low guitar 
Abruptly from a darkened casement came. — 
Harlem! All else a blank, I saw the hall. 

And you in your red shoulder sash come dancing 
With Val, against me careless by the wall, 

Your burning coffee-colored eyes keen glancing 
Aslant at mine, proud in your golden glory 1 
I loved you, Cuban girl, fond sweet Diory. 

The Liberator Claude McKay 


COLOR OF WATER 

You will be the color of water; 

Your voice will be like the wind; 

You will go where the dust goes ; 

None will know you have sinned. 

None will know you are quiet, 

Or fluent, or bound, or free; 

None will care you are nothing; 

You will be nothing to me. 

Except a scarlet remembrance • . • 

As if, in a dream of pride, 

A poppy had flaunted her petals 
One day to the sun, and died. 

Poetry 9 A Magazine of Verse 

Marjorie Meeker 
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SONG FOR A MAY NIGHT 
Heigho! ' 

Many mysterious things I know! 

I know why the moon is like a moth — 

Do you? 

I know why stars are many, and suns 
Are few. 

I know a place where a star fell down, 

And made a hole in the middle of town, 

And all the people jumped in. And so — 
Heigho! 

Other mysterious things I know! 

Poetry y A Magazine of Verse 

Marjorie Meeker 


PULLMAN PORTRAITS 

I 

Down the green plush lane, at the forward end of 
the car, 

There are seven Iowa farmers’ tired old wives 

With their faces set toward the perfumed orange 
groves 

For a lyrical end to their prosy, cumbered lives; 

And all day long with their red, work-twisted hands 

On their black silk laps they idle, they rest, they 
play; 

They badger the grime-gray brakemen, make new 
friends — 

“Say, Pa, this gentleman Kerens from loway!” 

II 

While the bored, late breakfast crowd in the diner 
fumed 

And a thin man snarled that his coffee wasn’t hot, 

140 



I saw them carry her by with clumsy haste — 

A silent, sagging shape on a sagging cot, 

And all day long there seeps through my noisy car. 
Through the tight-shut, shining door of the drawing- 
room. 

The sense of a breathless race with hours and 
miles . . . 

The sense of doom, of imminent, hovering doom; 
And whenever the loose-limbed brakeman hurtles 
through. 

Frolicsome-shy as a sidling setter pup. 

The mother’s jerking face at the crack of the door — 
“Are we late? How late? Do you think we can 
make it up?” 


III 

There’s an old young soldier raptly hurrying home 
With a line of shining deeds across his coat, 

But the scar far back in his aching-tired eyes 
Is a deeper scar than the one along his throat, 

And all day long I am watching him realize . . . 
That the show is done; he has missed his cue; he’s 
late; 

The bands are stilled and the welcome signs are 
down, 

And his shining deeds — his war — ^is out of date! 

IV 

A big, thick-wristed man in the section across; 

The delicate, fresh-dressed woman by his side 
With the look in her face of a stale, warmed-over 
dream, 

Is a bride, a pitiful, tardy, Autumn bride, 

And all day long, sitting still in her green plush seat. 
She escapes, she flees, she hides . . . till the train’s 
harsh tune 

Summons her back to the touch of his thick, cold hand, 
To bring her November heart to the feast of Jime. 
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Can they ever learn to rest in their orange groves? 

Is the engine aware of the drawing-room’s tragic 
need? — 

And the soldier’s eyes — and the dream that stood too 
long? 

I am tense with the urge for a greater, kinder speed; 

And all day long, till the desert sun slides down 

And the farmers’ wives are noisy with plate and cup, 

Now soft, now shrill, four-keyed, it pierces 
through • . * 

“Are we late? How late? Do you think we can make 
it up?” 

Scribner’s Magazine Ruth Comfort Mitchell 


A SHRINE 

Think in what fashion this one man would rise 
From cold dust, coffined up against decay, 

To find his solitary place a way 
For stupid feet and trivial, staring eyes. 

These noisy rooks in blue, white-clouded skies 
Would have recalled for him all rapt delay 
Pleasure occasions death — and judgment day; 
His second choice was silence, where he lies. 

Seas were not made to swim in: shallow streams 
Flowing through shadow, dappled with dim light, 
These be our playgrounds, as the deep sea teems 
Menacing, sullen shapes that haunt the sight — 
Now and again divers dive down for dreams 
To come up calm from knowledge of its night. 

The Dial Stewart Mitchell 
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ALL SOULS’ EVE 


Hark! — do you hear the choral dead? 
Forgotten now their pride 
Who on- this night would have us know 
They passed unsatisfied. 

They shiver like the thin brown leaves 
Upon a sapless tree, 

Clinging with palsied, withered might 
To their identity. 

Their voices are the unearthly winds 
That die before the dawn; 

And each one has some tale to tell. 

And, having told, is gone. 

Ah! — ^you who come with sea-blue eyes, 

And dead these hundred years, 

Be satisfied! I hold the cup 
Still brimming with your tears. 

Poetry 9 A Magazine of Verse 

Florence Kilpatrick Mixter 


LULLABY 

Come, sleep. Her heart’s a wood'anemone. 

Her thoughts are swallows flown 
Across the dusk. Her hair’s a willow-tree 
By the west wind blown. 

Her eyes are pools where bubbles rise and break — 
Dream-bubbles from the deep. 

Her soul’s a moth that flutters in their wake. 

Come sleep. . . . come sleep* . 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse 

Florence Kilpatrick Mixter 
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A PRINT BY HOKUSAI 


Of what avail 

The tiny winds that call 

To the indifferent sea? To ships a-sail 

The twilight’s silver pall 

Whispers of night 

Without one ripple stirred. 

But on the shoals three fishermen in white 
Are watching . . . They have heard. . . . 

How still the ships! — 

So soon to feel the breath 

Of winds that rush to meet the sea’s cold lips 

And fill the night with death! 

The Bookman Florence Kilpatrick Mixter 


UTAH 

It was a queer country your harsh Lord gave you, 
Great Brigham, whom I see coated and curled 
In bronze before me in the public square! 

It was a scraped and shining skeleton, 

Gnawed to the bone long since at God’s first breakfast 
And thrown away to bleach out in the sun. 

Yet here He led you — 

The Lord and his vicegerent Joseph Smith — 

He ordered you 

To take the dead earth from His niggard hand 
And set His Throne up by the salty sea — 

The little bucketful of ocean, poured 
Over the desert’s feet between the hills. 

And so you starved and prayed, 

Thirsted and starved and prayed through the lean 
years, 

Keeping the faith, digging your little ditches, 
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Making the desert blossom as the rose. 

You married many wives, 

And got you many children to fulfil 
The special order whispered in the night 
To His apostle by the Lord Himself — 

The God of Abraham, of Saul and David, 

Of Solomon and other lustful kings. 

And here, tithe upon tithe, stone upon stone, 
Your saints built up His ibxone imto the Lord 
From plans the angel taught your hand to draw: 
His new Solomon’s Temple, heaven-rememberd. 
To rise again here at the western gate. 

And prove His glory in these latter days! 

Great Brigham, sleeping now under the desert 
With all your wives. 

What summary vengeance have you meted out 
To that ironic angel? 


He alone builds 

Who builds for beauty, shrining his little truth 
In stones that make it fair. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Harriet Monroe 


GROWTH 

It was such a little, little sin 
And such a great big day. 

That I thought the hours would swallow it, 

Or the wind blow it away. 

But the moments passed so swiftly, 

And the wind died out somehow. 

And the sin that was once a weakling 
Is a hungry giant now. 

The Lyric John Richard Moreland 
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BIRCH TREES 


The night is white. 

The moon is high, 

The birch trees lean 
Against the sky. 

The cruel winds 
Have blown away 

Each little leaf 
Of silver gray. 

0 lonely trees 

As white as wool . . . 

That moonlight makes 
So beautiful. 

The Personalist John Richard Moreland 


A MINOR POET 

The sun is a fire 
Of liquid gold, 

The moon is a beacon 
And silver cold. 

The planets burn 
With a flaming light, 

The stars are the topaz 
Eyes of night. 

But I am only 
A glow-worm’s spark, 

Revealing the rose 
When the moon is dark. 

The Lyric John Richard Moreland 
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A GRAVE 


A grave seems only six feet deep 
And three feet wide, 

Viewed with the calculating eye 
Of one outside. 

But when fast bound in the chill loam 
For that strange sleep, 

Who knows how wide its realm may be? 

Its depths, how deep? 

The Lyric John Richard Moreland 


IOWA 

Flat as is pancake, fertile as can be, 

All the way from Keokuk to Calliope; 

Corn that kisses cloudlets when its tassels wave, 

Land that laughs a harvest where the reapers shave. 

Sing a song of mountains to Iowa’s fame! 

You will find there -$tna — anyway, in name — 

Then too there is Lehigh (accent ‘^high” of course), 
Maple Hill, and Morning Sun mounts up perforce. 

Early in the action, long before Des Moines 
Took thought to its cubits, girded up its loins, 

There was Cedar Rapids, there was Muscatine, 

There was Maquoketa, Calamus, Exline. 

Sing a song of hamlets of Iowa fair — 

Audubon, Elkader, Larah, Tara, Clare, 

Anita, Stuart, Shambaugh, Casey, Imogene, 

Pella, Pocahontas, Packwood gild the scene. 

Run along the top line — Swea, Mona, Rake — 

Or if you prefer it, then the western take. 

Where the old Big Muddy swirls its browns and buffs, 
Twisting from Sioux City down past Council Bluffs. 
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Sing a song of streamlets, spreading like a fan — 
Little Sioux Creek, Shell Rock, Wapsipinican, 

Floyd, Nishnabatana — syllables have sunk 

In die ears that hear them — ^Raccoon, Hoyer, Skunk. 

You can go to Harvard or to College Springs; 

You can go to Persia, though you have no wings; 

You can go to Lisbon, Tripoli and Rome, 

But somehow you’ll find them very much like home. 

Come! a foreign chanson of Iowa trill — 

Albion, Moravia, Batavia, Brazil, 

Hamburg and Manila, Geneva and Peru, 

Even a Virginia, a Virginia News, 

There is Promise City, Sac and Story too; 

Bonaparte, Marengo — ^yes, and Waterloo; 

There is old Ottumwa, What Cheer, Swaledale — lush! 
Adel, Waukee, Ollie, Oelwein — ^needs no bush. 

Thus we sing Iowa — Ida Grove, Calmar, 

Soldier, Marne, Kalona, Gray, Dubuque, Kamrar, 
Odebolt, Galva, Washta, Coggon, Rudd, Diff, Dows, 
Coin, Clarinda, Holstein — go, and call the cows. 

The N, Y. Herald Maurice Morris 

THE PASSER-BY 

I have seen the shattering of shells 
And the shattering of hearts, 

And I do not know which is worse — 

Only, the wound I got 
From the shattering of shells 
Is nearly healed — 

While I cannot wash away 

The spatting of blood on my dreams 

From the shattering of hearts. 

The Forum Helene Mullins 
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BY THE WISSAHICKON 

I 

Here in this place there shall be solitude 
And harvesting of matter for your thought, 

Beauty to see that many dawns have brought 
Out of the night of earth to be this wood. 
Wintered to quietness where the trees brood 
On gentle buds whose waking shall be wrought 
By pressure of the sun of spring and taught 
A perfect flowering out of lowlihood. 

Here shall the city come to honor peace 
Where peace is precious with the new bird’s song, 
And dare forgotten loyalties to worth 
Of simple, priceless things; or let it cease 
Its pilgrimage, and may this place belong 
To trees, and children, and the breathing earth. 

II 

Wherefore should any man, because no man 
Now makes this place his home, here fear to stay 
A little portion of his willful day 
And be a little useless, with no plan 
Save that of sa3dng: that which will be, can? 

For here long since has last year gone its way 
With cast off leaves and not a twig, from gray. 

Is green enough for hope since thaws began. 

Yet in this meekness frontiers are made free 
For summer’s kingdom; life has reached the light 
From deeps of seed and quails not to fulfill 
Its mystery because a mystery 
Of death and deeper planting has its night, 
Passionless, in the marble on the hill. 

III 

O hungry minds of men, here in the shade 
The summer broods and harvest shall be near; 
Maybe the budding of your hope shall here 
Break in the silence of a noon-hot glade; 
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Maybe you’ll see this gentle water made 
The image where eternal things appear, 

Behind all moving and all rest, that wear 
Time, like a flower, on their bosom laid. 

Why should not tired hearts foretaste of bliss 
When promise of the su3tmner dares to keep 
Such lovely troth? and tired eyes again 
Have quiet meditation, or in this 
Roof of the summer’s kindness, gently sleep 
Beneath the hallelujahs of the rain? 

IV 

“Awake! Awake I The summer is forlorn 
With memory of how the winter came; 

The harvest that you dream is but a name 
To wither self-delusion up in scorn; 

This house of beauty beauty shall leave, tom 
And mutilated for the ready flame. 

And nothing shall remain to it but shame 
Of naked branches mercilessly shorn.” 

Because of the coming of the wind, shall we 
Outrun the panic of the driven leaves? 

Empty ourselves of what our eyes have seen 
Because the summer’s beauty left no sheaves? 
For failure to find here what cannot be, 

Forfeit the mercy that we know has been? 

V 

Autumn is wielding beauty like a sword 
And lifts the torch to set her woods afire; 

The splendor of her light is song borne higher 
On the deep colors of an organ chord ; 

And sudden wonder is again the lord 
Who battles once again for his empire; 

And truth seems almost what we most desire 
Since vision dares to be its own reward. 

Shall this be but an old discarded story 
Told for a little while in heart of youth, 
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Vanisliing with a shout of ‘‘Glory, glory!”? 

Because beatitude and beauty meet, 

Is truth that finds its beauty less the truth, 

Though it be beauty of our own defeat? 

VI 

Now has the autumn, like the golden head 
Of childhood, vanished; and our paradise 
Of beauty has become a place of sighs 
Blown down the alley to the leaves’ dark bed. 

Yet, back of failure of a vision fled. 

The unknown truth is waiting for our eyes, 

And that which bade us seek and bade us rise 
To meet the vision, is unwithered. 

For love, that gathers wisdom as it goes 
From lowlihood up to the pure' in heart. 

Will dare to offer to the truth’s own sight 
Nothing but love at last; and when the rose 
Of autumn crashes, love shall play its part. 

Alone, with the unknown, and snow, and night. 

Independent and Weekly Review 

Charles R, Murphy 

TO EARTH 

Oh, fortunate the waiting that shall end in wonder, 
And blessed now the patience that is in thy biding; 

For now are the herded clouds and the wild rain’s 
thunder 

Over the roof of thy quiet seeds’ hiding. 

We too, 0 earth, shall need thy blessedness of waiting 
For the green flowering of pastures, when the panting 
Storm shall cease; though blood be the rain that is 
abating. 

And men be the seeds of our wild planting. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse 

Charles R. Murphy 
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A MORAL EMBLEM OF MATURITY 


Man grows up 
In quietness. 

As he grows older, 

He talks less. 

When he is old 
He sits among 

Gray grandfathers 
And holds his tongue. 

I’d rather sit 
By a wine shelf 

And tell people 
About myself. 

The Reviewer Robert Nathan 

{Frere Romhadille) 


AT THE SYMPHONY 
(Cesar Franck D. Minor) 

The ’cellos, preluding apart, 

Grumbled and sang, and so the day 
From the low beaches of my heart 
Turned in tranquility away. 

And over weariness and doubt 
Rose up the horns like bellied sails. 

Like canvas of the soul flung out 
To rising and orchestral gales. 

Passed on and left irresolute 
The ebony, the silver throat; 

Low over clarinet and flute 
Hung heaven upon a single note. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Robert Nathan 
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LOVE HATH NO PHYSIC 


Love hath no physic for a grief too deep. 

But like the adder that with poisoned breath 
Bites its own wound and stings itself to sleep, 

So with its hurt love wounds itself to death. 

That slender serpent, mottled as the pest. 

Is its own merciful and bitter friend; 

Hast thou a grief? Go clasp it to thy breast; 

Hast thou a poison? Drain it to the end. 

Cry then, cry all thy heart out with its pain; 
Hearts grow again, and eyes have better sight 
After too many tears, as summer rain 
Washes the air, and leaves it sweet and bright; 

And birds step out on trees, whose happy song 
Is often stilled, but never stilled for long. 

The Nation Robert Nathan 


HUNGER INN 

Waiter, waiter! 

The hour is late. 

Bring me love on a silver plate. 

Topped with green from the coolest springs, 
Garnished with kisses in golden rings, 
Warmed with laughter and spiced with tears, 
The love I’ve famished for all these years, 

‘‘We’re just out of love, tonight, Madam.” 

Then hasten, hasten. 

The moments pass. 

Bring me fame in a tall thin glass. 

Ice to clink with a tinkling sound, 
Mint-leaves traveling round and round. 

Frothy bubbles to break and gleam. 

The heady draught of my headiest dream. 

“The cellars are empty. Madam.” 
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But, waiter, waiter, 

An hour is spent! 

Bring me a bowl of old content. 

The good contentment we used to bake 
In a round brown bowl of the earthen make, 
Seasoned well with a housewife’s pride, — 

Crispy crust, but a soft inside, 

Not so rich as a finer dish 

But hot and tasty as heart could wish. 

“We can’t get the ingredients, Madam.” 

Your fare is poor and your service slow, 

Hungry I came, I’ll hungry go. 

Perchance I can feed me further on. 

Bring me my wrap and I’ll be gone. 

“Just as you say, Madam.” 

The Double Dealer Jessica Nelson North 

WHERE IT IS WINTER 

Now there is frost upon the hill 
And no leaf stirring in the wood; 

The little streams are cold and still; 

Never so still has winter stood. 

Never so held as in this hollow, 

Beneath these hemlocks dark and low, 

Brooding this hour that hours must follow 
Burdened with snow. . • . 

Now there is nothing, no confusion, 

To shield against the silence here; 

And spirits, barren of illusion, 

To whom all agonies are clear, 

Rush on the naked heart and cry 
Of every poignant shining thing 
Where there is little left to die 
And no more Spring. 

The Measure George O^Neil 
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FOLK-SONG— FROM THE DANISH 


Little Rose and her mother, from the boat where it 
lay, 

Bantered each other in the merriest way. 

Ha, ha, ha, so, sa, so, sa! 

Bantered each other in the merriest way! 

‘‘No lover shall wed me — no matter how bold — 

Till trees in the garden hear blossoms of gold.” 

Ha, ha, ha, so, sa, so, sa! 

“Till trees in the garden bear blossoms of gold.” 

From the porch thinks Hr. Peder, amused at her jest, 
“’Tis always the one who laughs latest laughs best!” 
Ha, ha, ha, so, sa, sa, sa! 

“’Tis always the one who laughs latest laughs best!” 

And when later they entered the garden — ^behold 
From each tree was hanging a ring of bright gold! 
Ha, ha, ha, so, sa, so, sa! 

From each tree was hanging a ring of bright gold! 

But Rosalie, scarlet as fresh-dripping blood. 

Kept both her eyes fixed on the grass where she stood. 
Ha, ha, ha, so, so, so, sa! 

Kept both her eyes fixed on the grass where she stood. 

Then Hr. Peder he kissed her, still full of the jest; 
“Most surely the one who laughs latest laughs best!” 
Ha, ha, ha, so, sa, so, sa! 

“Most surely the one who laughs latest laughs best!” 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse 

Antoinette DeCoursey Patterson 
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LUCREZIA BORGIA’S LAST LETTER 


Before me shine the words of her last letter — 
Lucrezia Borgia to the Pope at Rome — 

Wherein she begs, as life’s remaining fetter 

Slips from her, that his prayers will guide her 
home: 

The favor God has shown to me confessing. 

As swift my end approaches, Father, 1, 

A Christian though a sinner, ask your blessing 
And kiss your feet in all humility. 

The thought of death brings no regret, but pleasure; 
And after the last sacrament great peace 

Will be mine own — in overflowing measure. 

If but your mercy marks my souVs release. 

And here the letter finds a sudden ending, 

As though the dying hand had lost its power: 

My children to Romeos love and care commending — 
Ferrara — F riday — at the fourteenth hour. 

An odor as of incense faintly lingers 
About the page of saintly sophistries — 

And I am thinking clever were the fingers 

That could mix poison and write words like these. 

Antoinette DeCoursey Patterson 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse 


SIGHT AND SOUND 

I saw a handful of white stars. 
Blooming in a width of grass, 

I saw a cherry tree, snow-white, 
In woods as naked cold as glass. 
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I saw a blue leaf zig-zag down — 

The blue-bird with his russet throat! 

From out the sallow cane-break stole 
Another blue-bird’s aching note. 

The blue, the white, I wrote them down 
To soothe my heart when spring was over. 

No need or help, alas, to write 
That blue-bird’s ‘Xover, lover, lover!” 

The Lyric William Alexander Percy 


THE GREEN BIRD SEETH ISEULT 

A green bird on a golden bush, 

And the leaves chimed out and spake: 

‘‘What have you seen, what heard, green bird, 
Since you heard the blue day break?” 

“A sea, a sea, a saffron sea. 

And a creamy warm full sail 
Floating beneath me as I flew, 

And my shadow stamped the sail 
Like a clover leaf, a green clover leaf, 
Blown from an Irish dale.” 

“Did lovers pale stand by the sail 
That furroughed the Irish Sea? 

Did you catch the glimmer of golden mail 
Or the glimmer of hair blown free?” 

“Golden each scale of his burnished mail 
And her hair was bronze and gold: 

From an emerald cup I saw them sup 
That their four hands scarce could hold.” 

“Delight and woe, delight and woe, 

Bird of the Irish Sea — 

These they drank up from the emerald cup 
On the sun-swooned saffron sea.” 
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“Only delight, only delight. 

While the beautiful burning blue daylight 
Was dappled by me 

With the green leaf -shadow shapen in three. 
Delight I saw, delight I heard!” 

Sang the sunlight-aureoled emerald bird 
To the golden tree 
Deliriously. 

Contemporary Verse William Alexander Percy 


THE PILGRIM OF THE UPLAND MEADOWS 

Diverging trails we climb, 

But if you find a flower 
I will applaud its perfume, 

I will confess its power. 

I seek an amaranth 
More lovely than its name, 

For me a very heart’s rue. 

For your hearts not the same. 

It blows above the blue 
Far-vistaed Paphian sea. 

Or so the woman said 
Whose green eyes ’sorcelled me. 

Joy to you in your meadows, 

But I’ll search mine alone 
And find an amaranth 
Or else a quiet stone. 

Contem porary Verse W illiam A lexander Percy 
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IN THE COLD, BRIGHT WIND 

Merlin, Merlin’s gone away 

With a limmer witch for spouse, 

He’s gone to spend a sorry year 
In the Queen o’ Fairies’ house. 

For gear he’s took the sapphie bird 
Wi’ the bubble in his throat. 

His hat was prinked wi’ the wee wet flowers 
That gaud daft April’s coat. 

Sunny-cold the bold wind blew 
As he strode oflF down the hill, 

His red cloak bellied out and swirled. 

His eyes burned gray and chill. 

For promise of a warm high bed 
And rich renewing drink 

He’s footed it to Fairyland 
Where love’s the only swink. 

He’s gone away, and not alone — 

Brightly, O he sinned! 

His red cloak glimmers on the thorn 
And his laughter on the wind. 

Contemporary Verse William Alexander Percy 


THE UNLOVED TO HIS BELOVED 

Could I pluck down Aldebaran 
And haze the Pleiads in your hair 
I could not add more burning to your beauty 
Or lend a starrier coldness to your air. 

If I were cleaving terrible waters 
With death ahead on the visible sands 
I could not turn and stretch my hands more wildly, 
More vainly turn and stretch to you my hands. 

The Bookman William Alexander Percy 
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BETH MARIE 


Impatiently she drew her breath, 

So new was life, so wild; 

But patiently she waited death 
And when he touched her, smiled. 

She who had never wished to die, 

"Who had such fear of pain, 

Was tranquil as an evening sky 
That flowers from spent rain. 

For us her loss was different 
From all we could suppose: 

The calm of Spartan stars she lent 
Who only seemed a rose. 

The Double Dealer William Alexander Percy 


SHE GRIEVES IN THE DUSK 

Ah, he was white and slender 
And the lamplight turned him gold 
And his groping hands were tender 
And his kisses never bold. 

How shall I sleep through the long, long nights 
In my wide cold-sheeted bed, 

Hearing the wild geese crying in their flights, 
And me afraid. 

And him not by to turn and hold me to his heart 
In the way he knew. 

And me no longer folded to his heart 
Thinking him true. 

Voices, A Journal of Verse 


William Alexander Percy 



SHE DREAMS OF AUTUMN 


I dreamed that the children were gathering leaves 
In our old town. 

Autumn was shaking them from the trees, 

Down. . . . 

down. . . . 

down. . . . 

(The children sing:) 

‘‘Autumn, autumn, fling us down your golden leaves. 

Send the maples’ arms a-shaldng, make their 
fingers fling 

Right and left and all about, high and low and under 
them. 

Coins of gold that jingle while we dance and sing! 

“Autumn, autumn, see us children gathering 

Leaves with golden points that gleam like sun- 
beams overhead. 

We are sweeping, we are heaping leaves and leaves 
and more of them. 

They come skipping down the street . . . Who 
says that they are dead?” 

“Children! Children!” 

“Mothers, we are listening.” 

“Pile the leaves up neatly now, and we shall make a 
fire.” — 

(“Are they really dead, mother, all these golden 
running leaves?”) 

“We shall do as we are told and pile them higher, 
higher.” 

“Mother!” “Mother!” “Look, the heaps are ready 
now!” 

“All right! Sing again. We’ll bring the matches 
soon.” 

“Autumn, autunm, here are all your golden leaves! 

“See their golden fingers that go fumbling for the 
moon! 



‘‘‘Autumn, autumn, see, we light the golden fires; 

Carefully we hold the matches, watch the busy 
flame 

Pour among the golden leaves like silent golden 
water-streams. 

Just now, a blue smoke from out the gold-heap 
came! 

“Autumn, autumn! Smell the leaves, the burning 
leaves. 

They are golden flowers now. Their perfume fills 
the air! 

See, the curling smoke of them! See, the sky-blue 
breath of them! 

Every pile is singing as we dance around the glare. 

“Autumn, autumn! Thank you for your golden 
leaves. 

Thank you for the golden flames — ^the burning 
golden hours! 

Autumn, autumn! Thank you for the golden sun! 

Thank you for the golden leaves that swell ta 
golden flowers! 

“And see us, see us I dancing round the golden heaps, 

Singing, hand in hand, a-whirl, a mist before ua 
spread. 

Fling us down your golden leaves, your children that 
have drunk the sun, 

Whose golden light turns golden flame, who never 
can be dead!” 

I have wakened. , . • The children are dancing still 
In our old town. . . . 

The dream is over, and life comes fluttering 
Down. . . . 

down. . . . 

down. . . . 

The Lyric West Edward H. Pfeiffer 

162 



SHALLOWS 


I must swim out — 

Overlong have I stayed 
Here on the warm shale; 

Aimlessly played. . . . 

Gathering sea-shells 
Empty and frail. 

One dwindles here 
Where the tides creep — 

Grows dazzled, 

Gazing too long through the clear 
Wave at the sim asleep 
On the sands ovemear. . . . 

What if the thought of the deep 
Should become a fear? 

I must swim out — 

Lest the urge fail. 

Darken duskward 
And fade, as a sail. 

Poetry y A Magazine of Verse 

Frances Dickenson Finder 


THREE CANTICLES FOR MADAME 
SAINTE GfiNEVieVE 

I 

Kind Saint, within your burnished casket lying, 
where wasting tapers weep 
tear after pompous trickling tear, 
take of your goodness I pray you 
this candle I offer, 
golden as honey that the bees distil 
into their dark close cells 
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through dbrowsy afternoons of summer 

in droning thickets fragrant with raspberries, 

or golden as the tawny grape bunches 

that hang among warm leaves, 

each full globe swollen to bursting 

with juices of untold sweetness, 

so clear that the translucent sunlight 

shows in each shining heart 

the tiny core of seeds; 

a candle fragrant as the October mist 

that flows, smoky blue, 

in your chilly evening city, 

when twilight shades with rose and marigold 

the end of long streets; 

and with my offering take also 

all my homage. 

Hear me and be propitious. 

Hide me in the close dark folds 
of your trailing sleeves 
that sweep the groxmd as you go, 
softly, so softly, 

with the whisper of autunanal leaves 
blown by the glittering wind 
along the moist pavement 
down to the quay’s edge 
where under the bronzing plane-trees 
in a haze of sweet-scented smoke 
the autumn bonfires are burning. 

Shake out the folds of your mantle over me 

so I shall not feel the cold winds that are blowing 

out of the tortured lands, 

so I shall not hear the jackal voices that rise 

against the shrunken sky, 

for I am tired, tired, 

of the snarling tongues 

that urge on me night and day 

their tedious hatreds. 
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II 


If ever, kind Saint, 
your ghost, its old habit resuming, 
takes human form to walk 
in these thronging streets, 
how shall your face be known? 

By what sign shall we tell you? 

By garments of snowy wool 
from seraphic looms, 
stitched by the inspired needles 
of sempstresses in glory 
whose glimmering fingers float 
languidly over the hem, 
as float and veer 

chestnut petals on the jade green river? 

Or by your gleaming nimbus 
that twirls and sparkles 
through the warm, close pressing dark, 
revolving in tempests of fire 
with lights blue and green 
like the Catherine-wheels of our childhood, 
while the ebony water, 
aglitter with burnished reflections, 
trembles in the black shadow of the bridges? 

Or by your green palm branch 
a little tattered and worn 
by the wind, by the rain, 
by the angry thwacks you deal 
at the swarming imps from hell 
that rise in the semblance of urchins 
to surround you and mock 
when hasty dawn, 
interrupting your diligent rounds 
and dimming your nimbus, 
sends you, with scuttling heels 
and a flutter of snowy robes, 
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up an obscure stair 

to your garret room on the Montagne 

where, in the placid sunshine 

under the weed-grown eaves, 

the plump young cherubs, 

seated like obese pigeons 

on the sill by the potted geranium, 

drone their sleepy canticles? 

Or rather shall we not know you 
by the dress, by the tufted mole, 
of a marchande des quatre seasons 
who with eyes that glitter 
like an autumnal morning, 
trundles a cart of ripe figs 
down the sparkling street 
where in heaps of amber and topaz 
the tattered rags of the summer, 
spilled last night from the rain-wet, shivering 
branches, 

lie along brilliant pools 
in whose glass 

the revolving wheels of her cart 
flash and are gone as she passes 
over the grey, shining pavement? 

Ill 

Cold blue mist is flowing 
in the long street 
where the first pale blossoms 
of the orange street lamps 
shower their wealth of gleaming petals 
on hurried forms that pass 
like ghosts over the darkening pavement. 

The cold blue mist is full of stirring scents. 
Tingling odors of autumn 
wander frostily on the air, 
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mixed with the winey fragrance 
of October fruits. 

Like heavy petals spilled 
by the crisp evening wind 
from roses overblown, 
the orange light of the street lamps 
falls on the flushed bright rinds 
in their heaping trays, 
on the grapes, golden green, 
that crack at a touch, 
overflowing with sharp sweet juices 
cold to the warm lips and throat; 
on shining nuts freshly stripped 
of their enamelled green casings; 
on pumpkins of orange vermilion, 
seated in the pride of swollen majesty 
like Chinese emperors, 
or glimmering like October moons 
of tarnished, ruddy gold, 
that rise, languorous and heavy, 
through the russet mist 
beyond the yellow, thinning boughs. 

On the sharp air 
creeps a spicy odor 
of delicate puckering wines, 
distilled from the dark sunburnt earth 
on vine-terraced hillsides 
and packed to bursting 
in crisp mottled skins 
that the cold lips of the summer rain 
and lusty fingers of the autumnal sun 
have embrowned and reddened. 

And from the street comer 
where the chestnut-vender, shivering with the cold, 
warms his gnarled hands over the glowing vents, 
spirals of pale blue smoke 
scented of roasting chestnuts 

167 



rise as from an altar, 

rise through the darkening plane-tree 

whose leaves are of burnished copper, 

rise through the bronzed branches 

in twisting, grey blue spirals 

toward the watchful chimney-pots that stand 

craning with bent heads, 

black against the cold yellow sunset. 

In the autumn twilight 

all things seem dying 

only through excess of life 

and the ripened year, 

perfectly rounded and mellow, 

is ready to fall like the ripe fruit that drops 

in the long grass 

of a forgotten orchard. 

Oh the fervour that wakes 
in the smouldering blood, 

more potent than the wistful fervour of spring, 

when, with the lights and the cries, 

comes, in the patch of sky 

far down the darkening street, 

the smoky flush of orange and apricot, 

and the frosty air is atingle 

with life fulfilled and golden! 

Oh the ardour of the evening in the autumnal city! 

The Dial Dudley Poore 


THOUGHTS UPON A WALK WITH NATALIE, 
MY NIECE, AT HOUGHTON FARM 

Here is the same familiar land 

My mother knew when she was young. 

This warm earth crumbled to her hand, 

She heard these very bird notes sung. 
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In that green meadow down the lane, 

Knee-deep her pony cropped the grass, 

The beaten pathways still remain 
That felt her flying footsteps pass. 

Beyond that willow tree the stream 
Plunges forever into foam, — 

Let us go there awhile and dream 
Of this dear place that was her home. 

* * * 

She must have stood here long ago 
Upon this lichen-covered stone 

Where we are now who loved her so; 

Blood of her blood, bone of her bone. 

She must have watched this sunlit pool 
With wonder in her clear young eyes, 

Finding within these waters cool 
The mystery that never dies. 

All this my heart has understood. 

Dear child, or ever you were bom. 

The evening of her womanhood 
Long held a vision of the mom. 

Yet I had never hoped to see 

Through these fair fields, her lambent grace. 

Moving beside me on the lea. 

Turning to greet me, face to face. 

Now by the miracle that filled 
Your slender limbs with living fire, 

More than my daring spirit willed 
Lies in the cup of my desire. 

Long hence when you have know my grief 
You will look back and understand. . . . 

Now let us play awhile. This leaf 
Shall he a bark from fairyland 1 
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We’ll freight it deep with marigold, 

Give it a rainbow for a sail, 

Upon the deck a beetle bold 
Shall lord it in his flashing mail. 

Look! it is drifting down the tide, 

Wind-driven from the rocky shore. . . . 

Who knows what vagrant dreams may ride 
On this frail ship forevermore? 

The Outlook Harold Trowbridge Pulsifer 


HAVEN 

Give me to rest in a quiet town 
Built by old rovers of the sea, 

Where they have come to lay them down 
Sure of their spirits’ mastery. 

On shaded streets along the sands 

Are white-walled homes where strong men dwell. 
And the presence of far-off lands 
Bom of the sounding harbor bell. 

There is the peace of tasks well done, 

Of faith true kept with high emprise. 

This I ask when my race be run, — 

To share the light in sea men’s eyes! 

The Outlook Harold Trowbridge Pulsifer 
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THE DUEL 


Once I fought a shadow 
In swift and gallant play. 

She laughed at thrust and parry — 

That dancing wraith of gray. 

Our flickering sword blades circled 
In whirls of phantom light. 

It was a high adventure 
With such a ghost to fight. 

At last, too blindly lunging, 

I passed her flashing guard 
And pierced her misty bosom 
With my impalpable sword. 

The ways of air-horn women 
I do not understand. 

Nor how that wounded spirit 
Left blood on my sword hand. 

The Outlook Harold Trowbridge Pulsifer 


THE WATERS OF BETHESDA 

My spirit was a troubled pool 

That stirred with every passing wind. 

And I was thirsty for the cool 

Green depths of a long tranquil mind. 

Now let me rest, I cried, and sleep, 

While hours that vanish one by one 

Marshal the stars across the deep, 

And the still beauty of the sun. 

Let there be no more rain to fill 

My rocky chalice, harsh and brown; 

Let me know quietness until 

The warm earth-mother drixiks me down. 
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There came a silence everywhere, 

And no clouds sailed and no wind stirred. 

Sun and stars shone stark and bare — 

I had the answer to my word. 

All night the stars stabbed through the dark, 
All day the sim shot from the sky 

Swift, molten arrows to its mark — 

The lidless circle of my eye. 

In the white torment where it lay, 

My troubled spirit learned, poor fool, 

The glory of that stormy day 

When passing angels stirred the pool. 

The Atlantic Monthly 

Harold Trowbridge Pulsifer 


COASTS 

Were the burned sand of JExa^ 

Circe’s, — stranger than yours, 

Wadmalah? 

Myrtles squat Beastlike, each crouching inland. 

Sand heaped like a spell on their faces. 

Is Samos more white 
Than the beaches of Kiawah? 

Are the mighty spirits of Rhodes more terribly splen- 
did 

Than ghosts of Indian warriors? 

Their spears fiercer 
Than points of palmetto and yucca 
Crossed like a sword dance 
On Edisto? 

Their towers more arrogant 

Than the belfries of thick white bell-flowers 

Carved in the air? 
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Is Marathon richlier echoed 
With voices of youthful heroes 
Than the swamps of Santee? 

When the bloom runs over the moss 
In a soft gray glory of tarnished silver, of shadowy 
pearl, 

Riders furrow the night. 

Marion, Marion’s men. 

Pass in a voiceless tumult, 

Pass like the smoke from a torch, 

With dark unextinguished eyes. 

These are the coasts, the haunted coasts and the islands 
Of Carolina. 

The Lyric Beatrice Ravenel 


LILL’ ANGELS 

Mammy rocks the baby 
In the wallflower-colored gloom; 

All the floor rocks with her. 

And the slumber of the room. 

Like the broad, imceasing trade-wind. 
Like the rivers underground, 

Rolls the universal rhythm 
And the rich, primeval sound; 

All de lilP angels, 

All de babfs angels, 

Swingin* on de tree; 
Forty-one lilV angel\ 
Fifty-two lilV angeV, 
Sixty-fo^ HIT anger, 
Sebbenty-free, . . . 

On the glory of the sundown, 

Of the wallflower-colored skies, 

I can see her vast Assumption 
In a cloud of Cherubs’ eyes. 
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With their gold-persimmon haloes 
Where the ripest sunlight falls, 

And the cherub-tree’s espaliered 
On the winking crystal walls. 

Little yaller angels. 

Piccaninny angels, 

Chuckle on the tree. 

Forty-one lilV angeV, 

Fifty-two liir angel\ 

Sixty-fo* lilV angel\ 

Se . , , ebbenty-f ree, . . . 

Poetry y A Magazine of Verse Beatrice Ravenel 


THE YOUNG BEAUTY 

My two old neighbours come along the lane 
Tucking their sober skirts up from the grass — 

‘‘To see her you see April in a glass; 

She is the quince bough blowing at your pane.” 
From village houses in a windy line — 

“The folk in church have scarce the wit to pray; 

Her looks drift in between each word they say.” 
But ah, I know a lovelier face was mine I 
Beauty indeed is but the flower of quince — 

(And who so well as I should know this thing? ) 
Blown out of mind as out the white tree nigh, 

And down the dusty highways of Long Since, 

Blown out of mind. There is no second spring — 
For ah, I know a lovelier face had I! 

The Lyric Lizette Woodworth Reese 
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THE YOUNG GHOSTS 


To old Verona, any dusk in spring. 

Up the dim, twisted road comes Juliet, 

Her haunted orchard close remembering. 

Some silver weather, when the panes are wet. 

Small Arthur drifts back to his mother’s knee, 

Where she sits weeping, London April-mad 
Below her, and her ladies, two and three. 

Sighing about her, tall, and palely sad. 

Oh, the young ghosts, in the young year come back, 
To Newburyport, to York, and Norfolk town, 

To Springfield, Berkeley, little country Ware! 

Some old house calls them, high above the wrack, 
Packed with their lost springtime, their new renown — 
To keep away were more than they could bear! 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Lizette Woodworth Reese 


CAPUT MORTUUM 

Not even if with a wizard force I might 
Have summoned whomsoever I would name. 
Should anyone else have come than one who came, 
Uncalled, to share with me my fire that night; 

For though I should have said that all was right, 
Or right enough, nothing had been the same 
As when I found him there before the flame, 

Always a welcome and a useful sight. 

Unfailing and exuberant all the time, 

Having no gold he paid with golden rhyme, 

Of older coinage than his old defeat, 

A debt that like himself was obsolete 
In Art’s long hazard, where no man may choose 
Whether he play to win or toil to lose. 

The Yale Review Edwin Arlington Robinson 
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IRELAND: INVOCATION 


On your keening waters like gray eyes tear-misted, 

On your green fields that harvest the ruins of castles 
broken, rook-haunted. 

On your thatched roofs pierced hy steel rains of mis- 
fortune, 

Let there be peace, 

Ireland! 

By the centuries like furled unflung banners that 
wrapped you in sorrows. 

By your broad-shouldered sons and they ever stooping 
to enter the black holds of ships, 

By your strong-limbed tall daughters and they ever 
waving farewell and turning back to the hovel, 
Let there be peace, 

Ireland! 

By the green of your sterile hilltops and the green of 
your tired hedges trailing the empty highways, 
By your whimsies ^lat glint ^ove heartache like but- 
terflies over dead bodies, 

By the story that wings from the soimd of the names 
Thurles, Ballynarra, Listowel, 

Let there be peace, 

Ireland! 

By the past and the strange miscasting that made you 
a hater, 

By the present filled with a crying and no one to tell 
if a nation is bom or is dying. 

By the future — if lost to be chill with abasement, 
if won to be sad with attainment — 

0 let there be peace, 

Ireland! 


Kathryn White Ryan 


The Nation 
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INDIAN SLEEP-SONG 


Zhoo . . . zhoo, zhool 
My little brown chief. 

The bough of the willow 
Is rocking the leaf; 

The sleepy wind cries 
To you, close your eyes, — • 
O little brown chief, 

Zhoo • . . zhoo, zhoo! 


K6o . . . koo, koo! 

My little brown bird, 

A wood-dove was dreaming 
And suddenly stirred; 

A brown mother-dove. 
Dreaming of love — 

O little brown bird, 

Koo . . . koo, koo! 

Hush • * - hush, hush! 

My little brown fawn. 

The snow-flakes are falling — 
The Winter -men yawn; 

They cover with white 
Their children tonight — 

O little brown fawn. 

Hush . . • hush, hush! 


Hoo . . • hoo, hoo! 

My little brown owl, 
Yellow-eyes frightens 
Bad spirits that prowl; 
For you she will keep 
A watch while you sleep — 
O little brown owl, 

Hoo . . . hoo, hoo! 
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Zhoo . . . zhoo, zhoo! 

0 leaf in the breeze. 

K6o . . • koo, koo! 

Sweet bird in the trees. 

Hush . . . hush, hush! 

0 snow*covered fawn. 

Hoo . , , hoo, hool 
Sleep softly till dawn. 

The North American Review Lew Sarett 


MAPLE-SUGAR SONG 

When the first warm days and frosty nights of the 
spring-thaws usher in the season of maple-sugaring, 
the Otter-tail Indians pitch camp in their favorite 
sugar-bush. Before the real work of sugar-making is 
begun, however, the Indians go through a ceremony. 
They gather a few buckets of the first run of the sap 
and boil the first kettle of sap, down to sugar. At 
night a feast is spread in honor of Way-nah-bo-zhoo, 
a mythological guardian spirit of the Chippewas. At 
the feast one place is left vacant for Way-nah-bo-zhoo 
who is expected to attend the ceremony in spirit, to 
eat the first sugar which has been prepared solely for 
him, and to bless the Indians in the sugar-season. 

“Maple-Sugar Song” is an interpretation — in no 
sense a translation or transcription, for no specific 
words are uttered — of the spirit and the emotional 
content of the chants sung in this ceremony. 

I 

H6-yo-h6-ho! H6-yo-h6-ho! . . . yo-ho! • . . 
Way-nah-bo-zhoo, big spirit of our brother, 

Come thou and bless us, for the maple flows, 

And the Moon-of -Sugar-Making is upon us. 

The nights are white with frost; the days are yellow 
With simshine, and now the sap of the maple-tree. 
Humming the sugar-song, goes up the stem 
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With dancing feet. The gabbling geese come tumbling 
Out of the wind and into the wet mush-kaig 
In clattering families; among the reeds 
The fat old women-geese go chattering 
Of winter-lands; and gathered on the shore, 
Shouting with hearts glad to be home again, 

The old men strut in council, and flutter and snort, 
Ah-chee-dah-mo, the spluttering tail-up sqpirrel, 
Pokes his blue whiskers from his hole in the oak. 
And scurries up and down the swaying branches — 
He runs in six directions, all over the earth. 
Hurrying, looking everywhere for somebody. 
Something he cannot j&nd — ^nor does he know 
Why the green wet days should be so bitterly sweet. 
Ho! The yellow birch throbs, for she knows the pain 
of life. 

Of swelling limbs and bursting buds; she stands 
With naked arms stretched out to the warm gray 
rains. 

With hxmgry arms that tremble for her lover, 

For See-gwun, the Maker-of-Little-Children, who 
comes 

With soft blue feet that rustle the fallen leaves! — 
Hear thou the maple-water dripping, dripping. 

The cool sweet- water dripping upon the birchbark! — 
Ho! the Moon-of-Sugar-Making is upon us! 

H6-yo-h6-ho! H6-yo-h6-ho! . . . yo-ho! . . . 

Hear thou our prayers, 0 Brother, Way-nah-bo-zhoo! 
Hear, thou who made the flat green earth for us 
To dance upon, who folds us in his hands 
Tenderly as a woman holds a broken bird 
In winter, thou our Brother who hung the sun 
Upon the sky to give us warmth and life, 

And the wet moon to make us cool and clean; 

Hear, thou who made the hills and the timber-beasts 
That roam among them, who made the sliding rivers 
And silver fish that shiver in the pools. 

That there might be wild meat for empty bellies; 
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Hear, thou who made cold rapids in the canyons, 

Wild waterfalls, and springs in the cool green hollows, 
That there might be sweet- water for parching tongues; 
Hear, thou who gave us thy mother, All-Mother 
Earth, 

That she might feed her children from her bosom — 
Ah-yee! Way-nah-bo-Zhoo, come thou on this night 
With blessings as the maple-water flows; 

Make thou a song to our heavy-breasted mother, 

And pray thou that her children may not hunger, — 
For now is the night for maple-sugar feasting. 

H6-yo-h6-ho! H6-yo-h6-ho! . . . yo-ho! • . . 

From the long cold of winter-moons, our eyes 
Are deep, our hands like the bundled veins and talons 
Of buzzard birds. Before the winter-winds 
The moose have run to other lands for feeding; 

The rabbits have vanished as the snow — a plague 
Left a strange red sickness in their withered mouths. 
Even old Gahg, the clumsy porcupine, 

No longer finds his way to our roasting-pots — 

We boil his yellow bone-ribs many times — 

Ugh! Our teeth grow soft without strong meat to eat. 

Ho! Way-nah-bo-zhoo, hear thou our many tears 
Dropping among the dead leaves of winter; 

Pray thou, and ask our grandmother, Waking-Earth, 
To take us in her arms, to make us warm 
With food, to hold us safe upon her bosom. 

Our mouths go searching for her mighty breasts, 
Where the maple-milk comes flowing from the trees — 
Ah-yee! Brother, pray thou now the Mother-One 
To give us freely of her sugar-sap, 

The good sweet-water of her bursting breasts — 

For the Moon-of -Sugar-Making is upon us! 
H6-yo-h6-ho! H6-yo-h6-ho! . . . yo-ho! 


And if the sap flows thin with water, our hearts 
Will hold no bitterness; for we shall know 
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That long ago in thy wisdom thou decreed 
That our mother’s milk might never be too thick — 
Fearing that we should gaAer plenty sugar 
With little labor and soon grow sick with food 
And slow to move our legs, like glutted bear — 

Ho! We are a faithful children of the soil; 

We toil with eager hearts and patient hands. 

And if our birchen baskets crack and leak 
The gathered sap, our tongues will speak no evil — 
We know that thou, our Brother, in thy love 
For those of the Otter-tail totem, whipped the growing 
Birch tree until the bark was cracked and cut 
With round black stripes — ^that our birchen pails 
might leak 

The silver sap, that thus all Indian children. 

Laboring long with many steps, might never 
Grow soft and fat with idling in the bush. 

Ho! We are a faithful children of the soil; 

We toil with eager hearts and patient backs. 

Hi! Way-nah-bo-zhoo! Hear thou, 0 Mighty One, 
Who folds us in his tender hands as a woman 
Holding a broken bird in the winter-wind, 

Come thou and bless us on this night of feasting; 
Pray thou our mother to take us in her arms, 

To hold us warm upon her great brown bosom, 

To give us freely of her maple-water. 

The good sweet-water of her swelling breasts. 

And if we labor long, our lips will speak 
No bitterness, for our arms are strong for hauling, 
Eager for many buckets of sweet sap, 

For syrup dancing its bubbles up and down 
In the kettles, to the bubble-dancing song. 

Ho! For we are a faithful children of the soil; 

We toil with trusting hearts and patient fingers — 
And now is the Moon-of-Maple-Sugar-Making! 
H6-yo-h6-ho! H6-yo-h6-ho! . . , yo-ho! . . . 

Ho! 

Broom Lew Scarett 
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TO A DEAD PEMBINA WARRIOR 


Killed by Indians in hostile territory and given by 
his enemies a tree-burial; L e., wrapped in a bundle 
of birch bark and placed in the crotch of a tree. 

Slumbering warrior-soul, afloat 
Upon the seas of night, 

In your ghostly birchen boat. 

Anchored upon the black limb, 

And etched against the white 
Of the broken hunter’s moon — 

0 warrior-spirit, dark and dim, 

Draped with festoon 
Of moss, and shielded by lancing pines 
That ring their ragged lines 
Around the somber swamp — 

Sleep without fear in your birchen shroud, 

Sleep with a heart secure, and proud 
In your ghostly chieftain’s pomp. 

Know that the iron-hearted mountain-ash 
Lifts you with mighty arms 
Up to the proud flash 
Of the moon, holds you high 
In the unconquered sky, 

Safe in a starry cache, 

Safe from the little harms 
Of the little peoples of the earth. 

Through soundless nights, with ghostly mirth 
Echoing your crimson scalping-cry 
From peak to brooding peak. 

The lonely wolf will speak 

Of your valiant deeds and many wars. 

When white Bee-boan shall heap 
His snowy avalanche — 

Soft as the down of the Canada goose — 

In tufted drifts and bars 
On the black branch, 

To keep you warm in winter-sleep — 
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The wild feet of the stars, 

Mirrored upon the frozen snow, 

Will dance for you, row on row; 

And when the hoary spruce 
Bends on your head, 

To whisper soft lullabies, to weep 
Sweet songs for the dead — 

Lo! out of the white deep 

Of night, the winter wind will sweep 

Down on your birchen bed. 

To wrap its arms about your clay, 

To carry you away, 

To the land of your desires, 

To the country whence you came 
Like a devastating flame. 

Back to the country of your sires. 

To a land of peaceful slumbers and friendly coimcil 
fires. 

The Lyric West Lew Sarett 


ELIZABETH 

She has the strange sweet grace of violets 
That stand in slender vases in the dusk 
When fireflies weave their unseen fairy nets 
About an unreal world of rose and musk. 

She has the glad young smile that poppies wear 
In quiet gardens when the day comes in 
With dewy cobwebs tangled in her hair 

And laughing eyes that bid the dance begin! 

Her path’s a trail of beauty down the years 

And where she steps the dust is touched with flame; 
A genius, as of hills when night appears, 

Clings to her from the silence whence she came. 
— She passes me and there remains behind 
A sense of flowers drifting down the wind. 

ContempoTcrry Verse George Brandon Saul 
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FIGURE 


The fire speaks; the clouds shudder; 

Shadow on shadow covers the sun. 

It is a day’s end; the windows darken. 

The flame mutters. The light is gone. 

Over the fields, a shape darker, 

Ruggeder, more obtuse than all 

The darkness tangled about his movements 

Comes, and his shoulders droop. The owls call. 

The owls call, and the hour falters. 

The winds shuf3e under the hill. 

A gate clicks, and a door closes. 

The winds yield to the night’s will. 

It is well as it is, at the day’s passing; 

He will laugh tomorrow and face the sun, 
Forgetting diis hour of broken spirit — 

Forgetting, as men must forget, their dreams done. 

The New Republic George Brandon Saul 


MAIN STREET MUMBLES ON 

From out her heaven of heavens Beauty looked 
Upon the ugly glitter and the hopeless gaud; 

‘T will go down and live with them,” she said, 
“These deaf and blind, these starved, undreaming ones, 
They shall, through love, learn to know loveliness, 

I will incarnate in a poet’s dream.” 

Perplexed, dismayed, a poet walked the ways. 
Silence lay on him like an unspent sea. 

Nor could he hope to come articulate; 

Fox song died ever on his opening lips. 
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“Your poets you would slay,” he murmured low, 

‘T must go forth where there is room for dreams.” 

The wise ones touched their foreheads with a smile 
And, fat-eyed, looked on him indulgently. 

Out from her heaven of heavens Beauty looked. 

“I will go down myself to them and be 
Priestess to all the loveliness of life.” 

A while walked Beauty, veiled, their dusty ways 
Seeking in vain to body forth her word 
Speaking in unknown tongue to unlistening ones 
Who mocked, or moved, incredulous, aside. 

Sadly the goddess turned and went away. 

Only a timid child clutched piteously 
Her flying robe. 

“Hovels shall yearn to me and all the dark 
Sad places of the earth shall quicken with 
My deeper flowering,” she said, 

“But Main Street shall be dark till not one stone 
Is left upon another.” 

But Main Street’s ears were stopped. She only flashed 
More jauntily and more resplendently 
Her foolish lights. She only shrieked 
More hoarsely in her empty carnival. 

“I am success. I am prosperity. . . . 

No ghostly stuff of dreams is here!” 

Her blatant drums beat out. 

*•••.*.» 
And so Main Street forever mumbles on. 

The New York Times Mary Siegrist 
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A RAIN SONG 

The plover pauses in his search 
For mollusks in the stream: 

And, nodding from his stilted height, 

Sends forth a frightened scream. 

Wee night-hawks veering through the mist, 

Indulge in croakings deep: 

While herons on the pebbly bar 
Their solenm vigils keep. 

The woodland’s feathered choir is hushed . . . 

No note from all the throng: 

But with the passing of the rain 
Will come new feasts of song. 

Aye, sweeter will that music ring, 

Because for one brief day 
The Storm God in his fury snatched 
All loveliness away! 

The Cedar Rapids Republican 

Jay G. Sigmund 

THE MINISTER’S WIFE 

Ours is a peaceful town 
Of a thousand souls or so: 

It is cradled among the hills: 

And we are provincial, 

Self-satisfied, 

And contented. . . , 

But souls must be saved: 

So we hire parsons to do this 
Little service for us: 

And we have five churches 
Whose lofty spires. 

Like great inverted icicles, 

Pierce the blue sky 
Overhead. 
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No, I shall not waste time 
Telling you of the five pastors 
Who labor in those churches — 

Though many noble things might be said of them 
And the good works wrought by their hands. 

Nay: 

I have rather to speak of a woman 
Whom I saw today. . . . 

She stood in a doorway 
Of a modest cottage, 

Watching her three children 
As they left for shool. 

Her calico dress was a little faded, 

And her smile a little tired 
And worried: 

Her face was pinched, 

And wore the gray shadow of self-denial: 

But she waved a joyous good-bye 
To the neatly-dressed children. 

I have seen her frequently before, 

In various places; 

I have seen her in church, 

In her run-over shoes and shabby hat, 

For she teaches a Sunday school class; 

I have seen her calling on the sick: 

I have heard the kind words she spoke to a shiftless 
loafer: 

I have seen the warming smile she gave a wayward 
girl . . . 

The village Magdalene. 

I have heard her voice in the choir, 

Singing old hymns. . . . 

But once I saw a flush creep over her face. 

And her eyes flashed fire: 

That was when the banker’s pretty daughter 
Tittered at her old-fashioned coat. . • . 

But this was the only sign 
That jibes stung her, 
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Or that her cross was heavy. • . . 

She is a brave woman. 

In our village, 

Souls must be saved: 

And souls may be the property 
Of humans exceeding poor in purse: 

And ministers have wives . . . 

And oh, 

We expect so much of them! 

Poor things, 

Why do we watch them so closely, 

Expecting them to set an example 
For us — 

Who have less privation. 

And so little that calls 
For rebellion? 

The Country Bard Jay G. Sigmund 


YUCCA IS YELLOWING 

Yucca is yellowing — 

Hello, yellow! 

Cactus is crimsoning — 

Glow, glow, red fellow! 

And in the mesquite bush is seen 
A splash of green: 

As when sunset colors spill 
Their beauty down an evening hill. 

No one rides the trail today — 

Who cares if strange or lonely? 

No one goes the desert way — 

It is for beauty only. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse 

William H, Simpson 
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TEWA SONG 


Above the lands, 

Above the seas, 

You see, you know. 

All mysteries — 

Sun Old Man, 

Moon Old Man! 

Would I could fly 
On widespread wing 
Where whirlpools are 
And flame-tips sing — 

Sun Old Man, 

Moon Old Man! 

Die in the sea, 

And rise at mom; 

Thus would I go, 

And thus be bom — 

Sun Old Man, 

Moon Old Man! 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse 

Willican H. Simpson 


THE TREES THAT LEAN OVER WATER 
(Awarded Laura Blackburn prize) 

The trees that lean over water, 

Living enchanted days, 

I have known them on quiet fannlands, 

I have seen them on golden bays; 

Dreaming in calm, cold twilights, 

Musing* in noonday suns, — 

There are trees that lean over water 
Wherever the water runs. 
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There is nothing in days or seasons 
These rapt trees ever know; 

The only world for their dwelling 
Is the crystal world below. 

They are deaf to the wind’s alluring. 

They are dumb through its stormy song; 

They answer only the water 
That whispers and glides along. 

The trees that lean over water, 

They miss the untroubled sky; 

They lose its fathomless splendor 
As the starry march goes by; 

In their own boughs entangled 
They view the eternal suns. 

— ^There are trees that lean over water 
Wherever the water runs. 

The Stepladder Marion Couthouy Smith 

IN PRAISE OF ABRIGADA 

I had been told 
A foolish tale — 

Of stone — dank — cold: 

But you. 

Held to wide winter storm. 

To clutch of blackening frost and ocean gale, 

Are warm! 

I thought that stone was silent too, 

Unmoved by beauty, 

Unaware of season or of mirth: 

But I hear laughter, singing, as I lay 
My face against your gray; 

Surely I hear the ritual of far waves 
And scent their winging spray. 

Mixed with wild-rose and honeysuckle, 

Budding sassafras, 

And the cool breaA of pungent, leafy bay. 
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I knew that walls were sheltering 
And strong; 

But you have sheltered love so long 
That love is part 
0£ your high towering, 

Lifting you higher still, 

As heart lifts heart. . • . 

Hush! 

How the whip-poor-will 
Wails from his bush: 

The thrush 

Grows garrulous with delight! 

There is a rapture in that liquid monotone, 

‘‘Bob mite! Boh— Whiter 
Dear living stone! 

• 

In the great room below. 

Where arches hold the listening spaces, 

Flames crackle, leap and gleam 
In the deep fire-places; 

Memories dream . . • 

Of other memories, perhaps. 

Of gentle lives, 

Of births, and of those other births that men call 
death. 

Of voices, foot-steps tapping the stone floor. 

And faces . • . faces . . . 

Beyond, the open door, 

The meadows drowsy with the moon, 

The faint outline of dune, 

The lake, the silver magic in the trees: 

Walls, you are one with these! 

High on the loggia-roof. 

Under the stars as pale as they, 

Two silent ones have crept away, 

Seeking the deeper silence lovers know: 
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Into the radiant shadows of the night, 

Into the aching beauty of the night, 

They dare to go ! 

The moon 

Is a vast cocoon, 

Spinning her wild, white thread 
Across the sky. 

A thousand crickets croon 
Their sharp-edged lullaby. 

I hear a murmuring of lips on lips: 

‘‘All that I am, beloved! 

All!’’— 

Lovers’ eternal cry! 

Lift them still hi^er, wall! 

You stand serene: 

The great winds linger, lean 
Upon your breast; 

The mist 

Lifts up a gray face to be kissed; 

The east and west 
Hang you with banners. 

Flaunt their bold victories of dusk and dawn 
Seasons salute you as they pass, 

Call to you and are gone. 

Amid your meadow-grass 
Lush, green, 

You stand serene. 

Houses, like hearts, are living, loving. 
Joyful or woeful, 

Forget or are forgot; 

Houses, like tired hearts. 

Sicken at last, and die, 

Crumble and rot: 

But they who know you, Abrigada, 

They — and I — 

Forget you not! 
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Nor they who stand on Abrigada^s roof, 
Glowing, aloof! 

Come with me now, 

Climb with me, stand, look down 
In new content of mood, 

Withdrawn from clasp of crowd 
And tangle of the town! 

Climb swifter still — 

From safe companionship of cloud 
The deeper to look down! 

Not back! 

Forget the thirst, the sordid cup, 

The plethora, the piteous lack; 

Forget the traffickmg in tears. 

The arrogance of scars. 

Look up . . . 

To dream undaimted dreams aloud, 

And stmnble toward the stars! 

This be in praise 
Of Ahrigada; 

In all the ways 
That come to me 

Through the wise, wistful summer days. 

In speech, in rhyme and rhythm of word — 
Call it a poem, maybe! 

In song — tuck the brown shining wood 
Under my chin! 

Call it my bird. 

My heart. 

My violin! 

In prayer . , * 

In dream • . . 

In silence, best of all. 

Leaning on the beloved dew-drenched wall. 
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Leaning and lifting . . . 

High . . . 

With Abrigada^s gesture toward the sky. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse Lenora Speyer 


UPON READING A LOVE-LYRIC 

I wonder if the singer of this song, 

Rousing the spectres of dead bliss 
In pallid throng — 

I see them! Tripping, tripping along, 

Like midnight ghosts about their church^yard wall — 
I wonder if she knew of what she sang, 

Of lover’s clasp or kiss, 

Or love at all? 

Perhaps she knew the truer things 
Of dreams. 

From which her heart need never wake 
To bum or break; 

Perhaps her words 
Were swift, unbridled birds 
Whose wings, 

Exempt of shifting path of cloud, 

Indifferent to star’s directing cry, 

Lifted her high, 

Into the lover’s arms of her imaginings. 

There could she sing indeed 
From out the conquered skies. 

Of love and lovers’ need. 

And of her lover too, 

In spendthrift praise; 

Sing of the world within his eyes, 

And of his hands’ soft ways. 

And of his lips — and of her own — 

Sing happily, alone. 

Through lovers’ nights and days. 
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As long 
As lips shall curve and meet: 

Hearts crumble . . . not their heat. 

Birds break of trilling, 

Drop from out the sky 
And die . , . 

But not their tunes; 

June does not weep her roses 
For dead Junes. 

Surely from all this death 
Life catches fuller breath! 

Love dies, 

The song lives on: 

Then let me live within the song! 

Scatter and spill 

The clamor of my wrong 

Out of wide skies, 

Shrouded and shriven in a lark’s leaping trill . . . 
I who have looked too long 
Within a ghost’s dear eyes. 

Contemporary Verse Lenora Speyer 


TWO WOMEN MEET 

They do not care about each other, these two, 

They never did; 

But they were girls together, years ago. 

— Yeca-s! Years! 

How many^ my dear ! — 

They look at each other with the furtive appraising eye 
Of women noticing the changes. 

Pretending not to. . . . 



And suddenly they cling, sobbing a little; 

They kiss. 

But not each other! 

The one is holding to her heart a girl’s mad dream, 
Forgotten, 

And the dream’s end, 

Forgotten, too. 

And the other reaches wistful lips toward a far feast, 
And seems to taste the crumbs that fell from that 
shining table, 

Where, 

Careless, singing, 

She hardly touched the food. 

Contemporary Verse Lenora Speyer 


TEARS FOR SALE 

I wept a tear 
Like a little tune, 

A tear for an ache to croon. 

A quiet tear 

That lay on grief 

Like dew on a desperate leaf. 

I chose cool words 
That spoke of fire, 

Metaphor matched desire. 

I chose light words 
That spoke of pain 
In glib, iambic strain. 
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I chose two nouns 

And an adjective 

To make my pale tear thrive. 

I urged my tear 
To an unctuous rhyme. 

And sold it for a dime. 

I sold the tear 
That wept for you; 

It’s a thing that poets do. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Leonora Speyer 


OPINIONS 

(To a certain woman in this town) 

We could have been such friends, dear almost-friend! 
Each time we chanced to meet, how well we knew it. 
We smiled and stood together for a while, 

Swift impulse made us do it. 

Your hand reached out toward mine, your kindly hand, 
Or was my hand the first? What did it matter? 

We knew and shared the solitude of crowds, 

Lifting above the clatter. 

And then we parted. Well, the world is big — 

And busy — so are we — ^and more the pity! 

Opinions grip us close; mine heal my heart. 

Yours fortify the city. 

Opinions! Principles! And both are good! 

Can two so disagree . . • and each be right? 

I wonder! Can the white you see be black? 

And can my black be white? 

The Literary Review 
New York Evening Post 
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SQUIRREL 

He was so shy when I first wooed his glance. . • 
A rustle of the leaves and he was gone ; 

But from some sanctuary, dim, withdrawn, 

I knew he watched my circumspect advance 
With bright, distrustful eyes. His vigilance 
The second day relaxed, and once at dawn 
I found him frisking on my rustic lawn: 
Thereafter we were friends by ordinance. 

I hope he knows, wherever now he plays, 

It was not I betrayed him utterly: 

Bleeding and tom at last I saw him lie. . . . 

My little friend! . . . before a huntsman’s gaze. 
Dead, in the wood, there is a riven tree^ . . . 
And by what huntsman’s weapon shall I die? 


CRICKET 

The cricket sings upon the — ^No! not that! 

I have no hearth where haply he may sing. 

Pity for one who marks the planets swing 
From the high window of a city flat; 

A pigeon-hole where careless circumstance 
Thrust me away, some dozen years ago, 
Forgetting to return. And time is slow. . . . 

And I am through with casual romance. 

The cricket sings: I cannot place his song, 

But of my restless thought he is a part. 

Deep in some secret crevice of my heart 
He has found bed and board. And time is long. . 
And I would miss that cheerless, cheerful theme, 
Lone obligato to my lonely dream. 


198 



TURTLE 


Queer, tessellated, tardy snuff-box, you, 

Hillocked with mud, and slippery with slime; 

There is the dreadful certainty of time 
In your unhurried saunter — ^Wandering Jew! 

I can believe you on an ageless quest. 

Lurching across the ocean’s cozy floor — 

But, of what God are you ambassador? 

And to what dismal shrine are you addressed? 

Still you are blind to all save wet and gloom, 
Maugre your leisured march through centuries — 
Dwelling perhaps in more than seven seas, 
Impotent yet, within your living tomb. 

In my brief venture between walls of clay, 

I have met turtles all along the way. 

The Step Ladder Vincent Starr ett 


OF THE MANNER OF ADDRESSING CXOUDS 

Gloomy grammarians in golden gowns. 

Meekly you keep the mortal rendezvous, 

Eliciting the still sustaining pomps 
Of speech which are like music so profound 
They seem an exaltation without sound. 

Fxmest philosophers and ponderers. 

Their evocations are the speech of clouds. 

So speech of your processionals returns 
In the casual evocations of your tread 
Across the stale, mysterious seasons. These 
Are the music of meet resignation; these 
The responsive, still sustaining pomps for you 
To magnify, if in that drifting waste 
You are to be accompanied by more 
Than mute bare splendors of the sun and moon. 

Poetry^ A Magazine of Verse Wallace Stevens 
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A HIGH-TONED OLD CHRISTIAN WOMAN 


Poetry is the supreme fiction, madame. 

Take the moral law and make a nave of it 
And from the nave build haunted heaven. Thus, 
The conscience is converted into palms, 

Like windy citherns hankering for hymns. 

We agree in principle. That’s clear* But take 
The opposing law and make a peristyle, 

And from the peristyle project a masque 
Beyond the planets. Thus, our bawdiness, 
Unpurged by epitaph, indulged at last, 

Is equally converted into palms, 

Squiggling like saxophones. And palm for palm, 
Madame, we are where we began. Allow, 
Therefore, that in the planetary scene 
Your disaffected flagellants, well-stuffed. 

Smacking their mu^zy bellies in parade, 

Proud of such novelties of the sublime, 

Such tink and tank and tunk-a-tunk-tunk, 

May, merely may, madame, whip from themselves 
A jovial hullabaloo among the spheres. 

This will make widows wince. But Active things 
Wink as they will. Wink most when widows wince. 

The Dial Wallace Stevens 


THE BIRD WITH THE COPPERY, KEEN CLAWS 

Above the forest of the parakeets, 

A parakeet of parakeets prevails, 

A pip of life amid a mort of tails. 

(The rudiments of tropics are around, 

Aloe of ivory, pear of rusty rind.) 

His lids are white because his eyes are blind. 
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He is not paradise of parakeets. 

Of his gold ether, golden alguazil, 

Except because he broods there and is still. 

Panache upon panache, his tails deploy 
Upwsird and outward, in green-vented forms. 

His tip a drop of water full of storms. 

But though the turbulent tinges undulate 
As his pure intellect applies its laws. 

He moves not on his coppery, keen claws. 

He munches a dry shell while he exerts 
His will, yet never ceases, perfect cock. 

To flare, in the sun-pallor of his rock. 

Broom Wallace Stevens 


THE FORBIDDEN ROSE 

She wore a cold, hard lily on her breast. 

This nun; she sipped its sweetly acrid scent 
All day between her prayers ; the perfume blent 
With her own lily bosom’s parched unrest. 

She sang the anthems of the virgin blest, 

The brides of God; she sought enravishment 
Of soul-white adoration, but she bent 
Her head at evening like a flower distressed. 

Alone within her dismal cell at last. 

Writhing her hands in torment on her bed, 

She suddenly tore away and from her cast 
The lily, then caught back from out the past 
Another flower, whose warm, soft petals bled 
With passion, and whose very scent was red. 

The Freeman Charles Wharton Stork 
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»THE PARSON O’ PORLOCK TOWN 
A Moral Ballad 


There once was a parson o’ Porlock Town 
And a well-favoured youth was he. 

With a task for his life and a shrew for his wife. 
He was sad as a man might be. 

The parson he strode on the broad highroad, 

He went with a downcast eye. 

Till he caught the half of an elfish laugh 
From a copse of the heath hard by. 

But when the parson had raised his looks 
He crossed himself in dread. 

For there by the wood a brown girl stood 
And her bodice was scarlet red. 


As soft was her eye as the evening sky, 

Her loose hair black and fine, 

And the man that looked on her wilful mouth. 

Oh! long his heart would pine. 

“Come, turn you, parson o’ Porlock Town, 

And tarry a while with me. 

Your brow is bold and your locks are gold 
And comely of form you be,” 

“I know you not, you gipsy wench, 

I know not your kith nor kin. 

From your forward ways and your shameless gaze 
I deem you a child of sin.” 

^*You speak the words of a book, sir priest, 

You name but an idle name, 

For how can the cheek that is flushed with life 
<Jrow pale at the fear of shame?” 



“Then come and try with hand and eye 
The truth of what I say.” 

His step was slow and very slow 
As he turned from the broad highway. 

But he danced when the evening moon was up 
For joy of the gipsy life. 

He left the drone of his church of stone 
And the clack of his scolding wife. 

He’s sworn a faith with never a word 
More strong than his plighted vow, 

For the brown girl’s face is his book of grace 
And her eyes are his candles now. 

He’s found the God that he never knew 
In the sun, in the thyme-sweet air, 

And he lauds his name by the camp fire’s flame 
With a song that is living prayer. 


Oh, the worthy people o’ Porlock Town 
Speak ill of their parson fled ; 

His wife by the banns is another man’s 
And she hopes that the first is dead. 

But the priest that forsook his musty book. 

He shrinks for no idle name. 

For how can the cheek that is flushed with life 
Grow pale at the fear of shame? 

The Freeman Charles Wharton Stork 
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THE DANCING FERN 

At the time of the partridge berry harvest, 

In a wood of many-colored boughs, 

While through the afternoon the silver milkweed 
floated 

And bells were silent on the lazy cows, 

I was going along the wood-road over the beech leaves, 
And squirrels had been before me at every turn 
Taking all the chestnuts out of their velvet cases, 
When I came upon the Dancing Fern. 

Now, I never saw a fern like this one, 

Trying her poses there alone, 

Throwing back her head in ecstasy and laughing. 
Curtsying to a chipmunk, dipping to a stone; 
Bending far back and flinging out her tresses, 
Drooping forward pensive, quivering again. 

As all the while her fragile fronded shadow 
Kept the wild step lightly, flickering; and then 
Though falling acorns clicked like castanets, for a 
breeze came. 

The Dancing Fern saw me — did her tree-toad harper 
warn? 

And there she stood, as motionless as water in a 
cistern 

Or a very scared rabbit, hiding in the com. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Marian Storm 


204 



SIFTING IVIY DREAMS 

I 

I have come to confess to the hyacinths, to seek abso- 
lution from the wisteria, I have come to be for- 
given of the roses, for I have outraged Beauty. 

I made an ash-girl of her, that one with the star-eyes. 

I set her in rags, that one of the tremulousness. 

I beat her with flails of ugliness, that one of the 
ravished flesh, that pressed the star-strands to her 
breast, and drank, like goblets of delirium, great 
draughts of the night-fragrant air. 

II 

God possess me! Express through me as through the 
hues of your flowers, the songs of your starlings. 

Vest me with brilliant hues, or with carols. 

Let me be some color of your soul, some soxmd of your 
uttering. 

Let me be some rapture of you — ^some uttered 
ecstasy — 

Like sap thrilling through trees. 

Like stars rising to perihelion, 

Like waves lapping the feet of cliffs, 

Like fledglings pressed close to a breast. 

Like azasleas opening. 

Like moonflowers thrown purple against a blue night. 

Ill 

I am the spinner of dream, 

I weave from the webs of yearning. 

I weave from the fragile reel that holds the fine red 
threads of my heart. 

I am the gentle dreamer, weaving in and out a warp 
of the moon with a woof of the mist; 

Fine wrought threads of gauze, with filament of dew; 

Strands of fairy tresses enwoven with a blue shimmer- 
ing, like a grotto’s evening. 
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Somewhere my dream awaits me — 

What matter that I had the wrong personnel. 

Maybe I called it Hyacinth, when it was Star-Drift; 
Maybe I called it the East Wind, when it was the 
Moonmist. 


IV 

I bring you the pujrple embroideries wrought in the 
black Pentecost of my pain. 

I bring all that life missed and lay it at your feet 
like friendly grasses. 

I bring the tenderness that speaks your name fondly, 

I bring the atonement and the reparation, annulling 
the world experience. 

I reestablish the Great Heart, I re-afiSrm the Great 
Potency. 

All that was withheld I bring. 

I bring seed to the barren fields, and birds to the 
restive trees. 

I bring flocks to the bare hills, and lovers to the 
moonlight. 


V 

I bring you up to the tablelands of your soul, 

To the undenied landscape and the deep inhalations, 
To your thatched house of joy, with its radiating 
cornices, and its lintels that laugh. 

Into a garden where trees clap their hands. 

I bring you in the early ecstasy, with dew on the spirit, 
in the birds’ awakening, 

In the early radiance, to the vision that hangs in the 
sky. 

To the things you saw on the wide plain’s distances, 

I bring you singing life, 

Setting it all to music — 

From the lullaby over the cradle. 

To the requiem over the grave. 
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VI 

I moan at the water’s edge at night, 

I press my heart to the pond lilies, 

I call my lover’s name. 

I hear the answer of the moonlight, and the birds 
chirping in the trees. 

I hear him call to me out of the lone wind. 

I hear his swift unwilling feet go speeding by, 

I reach my hand to touch the edge of his garment, 

I reach my heart to touch the edge of his grief. 

VII 

I am braiding oakum with my long deft fingers. 

But my soul is braiding filament, 

Caught from the strands of stars. 

I am sifting ashes, 

And you do not know that I am also sifting my 
dreams. 

You see only Cinderella, the ash-girl. 

But I see the bride of the prince. 

VIII 

Once I prayed to come in the victorious concourse — 
Now I know that victory is not in the pageant and 
the roll of bugles, 

It is not in the helmets, not in the clanking steel. 

Not in the prancing spirit of the fete day. 

It may be tears, not paeans. 

Once I prayed to the young God of daring — ^now I 
pray to the grave God of experience, 

To that God that bears no crowning and no bay. 

IX 

What if I grew only towering pines out of my breast, 
and never grew the violets, shy in the grass? 
What if I brought only great granite boulders, and 
never brought the moss? 
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X 

I stand at the source, at the beginning, and tell you 
what was put into the attar jars; 

What pigments were mixed for beetles. 

I tell you the process for the inside of conch shells. 

I am from His workshop, and I tell you how He lathed 
the world. 

How with plane and plummet He scoped the sea. 

I know how He made trees, and how stars came to be. 

I am of the Divine Order of His Blue Blouse — 

I carried timbers and wielded trowels. 

I am co-builder with God of His worlds. 

XI 

I pray to the God that made seas and sunsets and 
moimtain ranges — 

And the God that made mites and microcosms. 

Only a God of infinities can understand infinitesimals. 
Only a God that uttered the unendingness that thunders 
along the walls of ages, can hear the pigmy cry 
of me. 

Only the timeless, measureless One will be concerned 
with the moaning of moments. 

A lesser God might hear the cry of a star, but the 
God-One hears my cry. 

Hears the agony of the dust. 

The pain of the unassembling. 

XII 

0 God, keep me humble! — 

Let me not boast my cross, my Calvary Hill, 

What have I done that I should be identified with 
saviors. 

Should share fate with these? 

Should bleed and die, pinioned by my hands and feet? 
0 God, keep me humble, here with Joan and Jesus — 
That my lot should be so sweet! 

The Boston Transcript Muriel Strode 
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FOR A SHY LOVER 


If you will poise your forefoot in my pool, 

I will not loose a ripple, Beautiful. 

Crackle the fem-stems, arch aloft and stare. 

See! there’s no fright for you, anywhere. 

A leaf shall not lift, nor a shade shake 
You and your shy love away from my lake. 

I know the noon is a blaze for you, 

This gaunt forest, a maze for you: 

Kneel near a drop of water on stone. 

No one comes plunging. You are alone. 

Today I am opal tinged with blue. 

My color darkens with the glassy heat. 

And I listen for hoofs. Am I timid, too? 

Noon is my enemy! Thrust in your feet! 

Trample this silver, trample this sand, 

I will not startle you, Little One; stand 
Slim as the larch, there. I’ll not take 
Even your shade to the naked ache 
Of my lessening waters. If you lean. 

Another faun, like you, but green 
Will flick his ears and curve his throat, 

His shadow hoof will lift between 
These pebble-splotches. Will you float, 

Mingle and drowse and touch me. Beautiful? 

If you come down some blown noon to my pool, 

I will be quiet, I will be cool. 

The Nation Genevieve Taggard 


WORDS FOR AN OLD AIR 

Your heart is bound tightly, let 
Beauty beware; 

It is not hers to set 
Free from the snare. 

^09 



Tell her a bleeding hand 
Bound it and tied it; 

Tell her the knot will stand 
Though she deride it. 

One who withheld so long 
All that you yearned to take, 

Has made a snare too strong 
For Beauty’s self to break. 

Scribner^s Magazine Sara Teasdale 


THOSE WHO LOVE 

Those who love the most 
Do not talk of their love; 

Francesca, Guenevere, 

Dierdre, Iseult, Heloise 

In the fragrant gardens of heaven 

Are silent, or speak, if at all. 

Of fragile, inconsequent things. 

And a woman I used to know 
Who loved one man from her youth, 

Against the strength of the fates 
Fighting in lonely pride, 

Never spoke of this thing, 

But hearing his name by chance, 

A light would pass over her face. 

Scribner^ s Magazine Sara Teasdale 


THE SOLITARY 

Let them think I love them more than I do, 

Let them think I care, though I go alone. 

If it lifts their pride, what is it to me 

Who am self-complete as a flower or a stone? 
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It is one to me that they come or go 

If I have myself and the drive of my will, 

And strength to climb on a summer night 
And watch the stars swarm over the hill. 

My heart has grown rich with the passing of years, 

I have less need now than when I was young 
To share myself with every comer, 

Or shape my thoughts into words with my tongue. 

The Yale Review Sara Teasdale 

THE CRYSTAL GAZER 

I shall gather myself into myself again, 

I shall take my scattered selves and make them one, 
I shall fuse them into a polished crystal ball 
Where I can see the moon and the flashing sun. 

I shall sit like a sibyl, hour after hour intent, 
Watching the future come and the present go — 
And the little shifting pictures of people rushing 
In tiny self-importance to and fro. 

The Yale Review Sara Teasdale 

FULL MOON 
Santa Barbara 

I listened, there was not a sound to hear 
In the great rain of moonlight pouring down, 

The eucalyptus trees were carved in silver. 

And a light mist of silver lulled the town. 

I saw far off the grey Pacific bearing 
A broad white disk of flame, 

And on the garden-walk a snail beside me 
Tracing in crystal the slow way he came. 

The Bookman Sara Teasdaks 
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THE WISE WOMAN 


She must be rich who can forego 
An hour so jeweled with delight; 

She must have treasuries of joy 

That she can draw on day and night; 

She must be sure of heaven itself. 

Or is it only that she feels 
How much more safe it is to lack 
A thing that fate so often steals? 

Xhe Century Magazine Sara Teasdale 


FIRE 

Love, let us light 
A fire tonight, 

A wood fire on the hearth. 

With tom and living tongues the flames leap. 
Hungrily 

They catch and lift, to beat their sudden wings 
Toward freedom and the sky. 

The hot wood sings 

And crackles in a pungent ecstasy 

That seems half pain of death, and half a vast 

Triumphant exultation of release 

That its slow life-time of lethargic peace 

Should come to this wild rapture at the last. 

We watch it idly, and our casual speech 
Drops slowly into silence. 

Something stirs and struggles in me, 

Something out of reach 

Of surface thoughts, a slow and formless thing — 
Not I, but a dim memory 
Bom of the dead behind me. In my blood 
The blind race turns, groping and faltering. 
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Desires 

Only half glimpsed, not understood, 

Stir me and shake me. Fires 
Answer the fire, and vague shapes pass 
Like shapes of wind across the grass. 

The red flames catch and lift, 

Roaring and sucking in a furious blaze; 

And a strange, swift 

Hunger for violence is in me. My blood pounds 
With a dark memory of age-old days. 

And mad red nights I never knew, 

When the dead in me lived, and horrid sounds 
Broke from their furry throats. 

In drunken rounds, 

Blood-crazed, they danced before the leaping flames. 
While something twisted in the fire. . . . 

Now as the flames mount higher 

Strange pictures pass. I cannot see them quite 

And yet I feel them. 

I am in a dread 

Dark temple, and I beat my head 
In maddened rite, 

Before the red-hot belly of a god 
Who eats his worshippers. . . • 

This is a funeral pyre 

And one lies dead 

WTio was my life. The fat smoke curls and eddies, 
Beckoning suttee. . • . 

But the moment slips 
To Bacchanalian revels — quick hot lips 
And leaping limbs, lit by the glare 
Of human torches. . . . 

A sudden spark 

Goes crackling upward, followed by a shower; 

And I am in the hills, cool hills and dark. 

Primeval as the fire. The beacon flare 



Leaps in a roaring tower, 

Spattering in sparS among the stars 
Tales of wild wars. 

And on a distant crest 

Its mate makes answer, , . . 

But the embers gleam 

Like molten metal steaming at a forge, 

Where with rough jest 
Great lusty fellows 
Ply the roaring bellows. 

And clang the song of labor — and the dream 
Man builds in metal. . • . 

Now the red flame steadies. 

Softly and quietly it bums, 

Purring, and its embers wear 
A friendly and domestic air. 

This is the hearth-fire — ^home and peace at last. 
Comfort and safety are attendant here. 

The primal fear 

Is shut away, to whistle in the blast 
Beyond the doorway where the shadows twine. 
The fire is safety, and the fire is home, 

Light, warmth and food. Here careless children 
Filling the place with laughter; 

And after 

Men make good council-talk, and old men spin, 
With that great quiet of the wise, 

Tales of dead beauty, and of dying eyes. 

The fire is drooping now. A log falls in 
Softly upon itself, like one grown tired 
With ecstasy. The lithe togues sink 
In ash and ember: 

And something I remember 

From ages gone — and yet I cannot think — 



Some secret of the end. 

Of earth grown old, and death turned friend, 

And man who passes 

Like flame, like light, like wind across the grasses* 

Ah, what was that? A sudden terror sped 
Behind me in the shadows. I am cold; 

And I should like your hand to hold 
Now that the fire is dead. 

Love, light the lamp, and come away to bed. 

Fire is a strange thing, burning in your head. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse Eunice Tietjens 

A BOY’S HANDS 
(For May) 

Locked all the winter long 
In mittens and pockets. 

Now breaking out in song 
Like set off rockets. 

Crusted, frost-bitten, and chapped 
And bony as gristle — 

Boxwood’s not near so apt 
To make a fine whistle. 

The Midland Albert Edmund Trombly 

EVENING ON THE HARBOUR 
(Awarded The Lyric Prize) 

The shining daggers of the harbour lights 
Stab the smooth waters of the quiet bay, 

As dusk comes in, like a belated guest. 

Waited and hoped for all the weary day. 

The swaying fringes of the shadows droop, 

To catch and tangle in the huddled spars: 

The day is gone, and all the restless night 
Is boimd about with ribbons of pale stars. 

The Lyric Virginia Lyne Tunstall 
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Ah, does he see, the dead boy lying there, 

The wealth of splendid wreaths surrounding him? 
One white rose would have seemed so fair, so fair, 
There in the bloody mire when life was dim. 

And all its hell grew more than he could bear. 

Ah, does he hear the splendid words of praise. 

The humble prayer, the proud sonority 
Of rounded sentences and polished phrase? 

He lies beneath his roses silently, 

As he has lain, untroubled many days. 

Around his bier the tramp of many feet. 

As sorrowing, the nation passes by — 

But he was young, and life was keen and sweet. 

“Unknown” — ^it was a lonely way to die, 
“Unknown” — ^how pitiful an end to meet. 

There in his hour of final sacrifice 

Did he perhaps know something of this day? 

God grant he found the way where comfort lies, 
And smiled, as in his glorious death he lay, 

To glimpse through closing mists his mother’s eyes! 

The Nomad Virginia Lyne Tunstall 


SPECTRES OF SPRING 

The paling vine-leaf, Savant of Spring, 
Clings to the dizzy crag. 

And waits and weakly moves 
In the remembering wind 

As the mind waits and sadly moves 
On the meagre edge of now. 
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What derelict down, what nebula, 

What spectral shell 
Comes treading on the air 
To the mind’s spiny tentacles 
To unsuspected lodgment there? 

A child’s strange eyes, and crisp gold hair, 
Urgent, sweet mouth that clings; 

So soon, withal, a frightened faun, 

Troubled by the cause of things. 

A woman in Autumn — 

Pale her life; but the foliage in flare: 

She takes a young man 
To dream of Spring. 

Youths A Magazine of the Arts Mark Turbyfill 


DOROTHY DANCES 

This is no child that dances. This is flame. 
Here fire at last has found its natural frame. 

What else is that which bums and flies 
From those enkindled eyes. . . . 

What is that inner blaze 
Which plays 

About that lighted face. . . . 

This thing is fire set free — 

Fire possesses her, or rather she 
Controls its mastery. 

With every gesture, every rhythmic stride. 
Beat after beat, 

It follows, purring at her side, 

Or licks the shadows of her flashing feet. 

Around her ever3where 

It coils its threads of yellow hair; 
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Through every vein its bright blood creeps. 

And its red hands 

Caress her as she stands 

Or lift her boldly when she leaps. 

Then, as the surge 

Of radiance grows stronger 

These two are tw^o no longer 

And they merge 

Into a disembodied ecstasy; 

Free 

To express some half-forgotten hunger. 

Some half -forbidden urge. 

What mystery 

Has been at work until it blent 
One child and that fierce element? 

Give it no name. 

It is enough that flesh has danced with flame. 

The Bookman Louis Vntermeyer 


DAUGHTERS OF JEPHTHAH 

Dance! 

Dance the crumbling worWs expanse^ 
Dance the rhythms of this water ^ 

Lift your arms in a wind of joy! 

Which among you is JephthaKs daughter^ 

Dancing to destroy 

Fears of sacrifice and slaughter, 

Treading down deaths arrogance? 

Dance! 

Dance the flaming heights of livings 
Dance the broken depths of suffering! 
Make your body sing the chants 
Of love and lonely hunger, giving 
All you are as offering! 

Never spare yourselves; uncover 
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All that you have hushed and hidden^ 
Free as to an unforbidden 
And awaited lover. 

Whip the fires ivithin you, burn 
In a holy unconcern! 

Purged of time and circumstance. 
Dance! 


Jephthah was judge and chief in Israel; 

His arm was iron, his voice a great bronze bell- 
Alone, in passionate prayer upon the heights. 

He saw the leagues of armored Ammonites, 

Flash in the sun like a malignant sword, 

And Jephthah vowed a vow unto the Lord: 

“If You will grant me life and victory 
And bring proud Ammon down, then shall it be 
That whatsoever comes from out my doors, 

The first to greet my glad return, is Yours; 

It shall be God’s, a gift from chief to King, 

And I will bum it as an offering.” 

So Jephthah slept, and in the morning woke 
To find new strength. The Lord’s red trumpets spoke 
In Jephthah’s battle-cry; he whirled and broke 
The glittering line beneath his army’s heel. 

He saw the massive columns bend and reel 
From Gilead and Minnith; saw them fly 
Through twenty towns, his own troops rushing by 
Like storm on spray, like rain pursuing foam. 

So Jephthah came to Mizpeh, to his home. 


Knotting her hair in two black braids, 
Jephthah’s daughter dismissed her maids; 
The kiss of flute and dulcimer, 

Voicing their pretty pains, the stir 
Of passions neither high nor rude, 
Smirched the white marble of her mood. 
“What is this love that I must hear 
In swooning notes from year to year 



But an elaborate pretense 
To rouse tbe tired play of sense; 

A set of modulated sighs 
Seeking to bring a new surprise 
To jaded nerves and heavy eyes. 

Silence! I will not have it so! 

I want a wind of love to blow 
Its passions with so great a breath 
That, swept and tossed, I shall not know 
If it be charged with life or death. 

I want to stand in such a gale 
Until my blood beats with the cries 
Of all the woimded: those who fail 
With victory in their grasp, the songs 
Of outcasts quivering with their wrongs. 
The leper’s dirge beyond the pale; 

The clang of bolts, the creak of thongs, 
The drums of all defeat, the ecstasy 
Of losing all and giving utterly — 

Lord, let such music ring through me!” 


As if in answer to her cry, 

A word ran through the halls, a high 
Murmur of sudden victory. 

The rumor blazed. She sprang to it 
With swifter flames. ‘^Lord, can this he 
The windy fire to set me free? 

Girls, let the holy lights be lit! 

Bring drums and torches! Scatter flowers 
On the dark earth in brilliant showers! 
Arouse the singers! Let the bands 
Strike the harp with bolder hands! 

Let light and air run through the house! 
Put brighter fillets on your brows, 

So that the dusty saviors meet 
Rejoicing arms and laughing feet! 

Shiver the cymbals! Let us dance 
The dance of our deliverance!” 
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Between the crouching hills they came. 
She saw their banners^ snapping flame; 
She knew her father’s buoyant stride. 
And was the first to reach his side. 


Jephthah felt suddenly old and alone; 
His bones were water, his face was stone. 
‘‘Sheilah I called you; Sheilah, the one 
Who is demanded,” and, undone, 

He told her of his vow. 


And Sheilah spoke: 

“Why should you grieve for me, now that the yoke 
Is lifted? Do you not recall the price 
Asked of a patriarch for sacrifice? 

I know whose anguish found triumphant voice: 

Not the rapt father’s, but the offered boy’s. 

Such rapture will be mine, and I grieve now 
Only because my father made his vow 
Without me in his mind. I was not meant 
To serve as pathos for an accident. 

Look at me, Father, smile, and let me go 
Up to the hills awhile, so I may know 
How to prepare myself, how to award 
My spirit’s ecstasy imto the Lord.” 

This was the chant that Sheilah raised. 

Pacing the hills with solemn steps: 

“Hearken, ye mountains, to my last communion. 

Ye hills, ye listening rocks, when I am gone, 
Testify to my need, my deathless hunger. 

My pain will be another star in heaven, 

My tears will glisten on the firmament. 

Now that the hour of my bethrothal dawns 
And my dark lover waits with stormy hands. 

Ye trees, incline your branches on these breasts 



Grown heavy suddenly, as April pools 
Swell with the weight of rainy rivulets. 

Beasts of the hills and demons of the night, 
Unite me with the flames that leap in you. 
So, to a mystic marriage I may come 
Not liie a child, half coy, half curious, 

But proud and passionate, with burning arms. 
Hair flying like a flag of victory, 

And all the blood within me singing hymns. 
So shall ye help me dance my way to death.” 


Dance! 

Dance the souVs exuberance! 

Dance^ and as you bow and bendy 
Be the instruments that blend 
Consonance and dissonance! 

Dance the fertile exultation^ 

Drooping but to reascend! 

Dance the final consecratiouy 
Which is beauty* s end! 

With each radiant tread and turn 
Spurn the pallid life, the water 
In the veins of sick romance! 

Turn to this rejuvenation! 

Never spare yourselves, hut learn. 

In a quickening immolation. 

What it is to bum! 

Learn what inner fires taught her 
Laughter and deliverance! 

JephthaJCs daughter, Jephthahs daughter. 
Dance! 


The Century Magazine 


Louis Untermeyer 



HE GOADS HIMSELF 


And was it I that hoped to rattle 
A broken lance against iron laws? 

Was it I that asked to go down in battle 
For a lost cause? 

Fool! Must there be new deaths to cry for 
When only rottenness survives? 

Here are enough lost causes to die for 
Through twenty lives. 


What have we learned? That the familiar 
Lusts are the only things that endure; 
That for an age grown blinder and sillier, 
There is no cure. 


And man? Free of one kind of fetter, 

He runs to gaudier shackles and brands; 
Deserving, for all his groans, no better 
Than he demands. 


The flat routine of bed and barter, 

Birth and burial, holds the lot, . . . 
Was it I that dreamed of being a martyr? 
How — and for what? 


Yet, while this unconcern runs stronger 
As life shrugs on without meaning or shape, 
Let me know flame and the teeth of hunger; 
Storm — ^not escape. 


The Yale Review 


Louis Untermeyer 



TO PERSEPHONE 


No more you weave, Persephone, 

Gowns the colors of the sea. 

Your ivory fingers now are still 
And your grave a grassy hill. 

But everywhere songs are sung 
They sing of you who died so young. 

And lads and lassies passing by 
Strew bergamot where you lie. 

No more you weave, Persephone, 

Gowns the colors of the sea. 

Emerald, chrysoprase and blue. 

That looked beautiful on you. 

But everywhere songs are sung 
They sing of you who died so young. 

Voices, A Journal of Verse Harold VinaL 


SEA NEARNESS 

Let me lie in an imremembered place 

With sorrel red about me and currants swaying, 
Let the cool darkness fall upon my face — 

I only want to hear waves playing. 

I only ask this thing, sound of the sea. 

Clean water shifting xmder a granite ledge, 
Spindrift flying wildly by a tree, 

The sound of wind among the sedge. 

life must go on, tomorrow and tomorrow. 

Night following night and day following day; 
Give me the one thing. Life, that I desire — 

The sound of wheeling gulls and waves at play. 

Voices, A Journal of Verse Harold Vinal 
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EARTH LOVER 

Old loveliness has such a way with me. 

That I am close to tears when petals fall 
And needs must hide my face behind a wall. 
When autumn trees bum red with ecstasy* 

For I am haunted by a hundred things 

And more than I have seen in April days; 

I have worn stars above my head in praise, 

I have worn beauty as two costly rings, 

Alas, how short a state does beauty keep, 

Then let me clasp it wildly to my heart 
And hurt myself imtil I am a part 
Of all its rapture, then turn back to sleep, 
Remembering through all the dusty years 
What sudden wonder brought me close to tears. 

Voices^ A Journal of Verse Harold Vinal 


GOOD NEIGHBORS 

Many a man hath gold to guard 
And house to keep him warm. 

And ale to drink and bread to eat 
And strong and ready arm; 

But many a man when time is come 
To rest him from his labors 
Hath not so rich a store as I 
Who boast me of good neighbors. 

There’s many a lad would scale the hills 
And sail the fickle ocean. 

And touching keels at every quay 
Live ever in commotion. 

But what a man may buy with sweat 
Or carve with hearty saber 
He may not own so sure as I 
Who have a jovial neighbor. 
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Oh, some would cram a granary 
With oats and com and barley, 

And some would dance a round or two 
With every fiddling Charlie. 

I like the time when malt is ripe 
And Jenny brings the tabors. 

But mostly I like every day 
Because I have good neighbors. 

The Outlook Willard Wattles 


WHEN I FIRST FELT . . . 

When I first felt within me stir 
My manhood’s subtle springs, 
There came a sudden beauty 
To long accustomed things, 

I found the revelation 
Of all my wonderings. 

I knew the touch of bodies. 

Why women’s eyes are bright; 

In storied old romances 
There was a new delight; 

New understandings sought me out 
And told me in the night. 

The hills drew nearer to me. 

The earth exposed her breast; 

To all her wooded privacies 
I was a bidden guest; 

The murmur of a mountain brook 
Was like a friend confessed. 

Then men inclined unto me 
Yet never spoke their thought; 

It was enough to know that they 
The deeper meaning caught, 

The roughest salutation was 
Significantly fraught. 
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There was in little children 
Perpetual wonderment, 

Their grave and quaint decorum 
With some old passion blent. 

And then a smile that lighted all 
The face’s firmament. 

New wonder broke upon me, 

I saw with fresher eyes, 

I grasped at once how deep is hell, 

How high is Paradise . . . 

I knew the meaning of the Word 
And the dead Christ’s sacrifice. 

Contemporary Verse Willard Wattles 


REQUIESCAT 

I will go out to the night and the wind 
And the clean rain coming down. 

For the walls of the sky are not unkind 
As the gray walls of a town. 

I will go out to the high hill 
And a cleft beneath a pine; 

In the heart of a rock it is dry and still 
And the heart of the rock is mine. 

I will go out with a cloak close drawn, 
With the cool rain in my face; 

And my pillow by night shall be a stone 
In a strangely quiet place. 

And I will not care if the rain come down. 
Or if the night be chill, 

For I shall have left the gray-walled town 
On feet forever still. 



I will go out by myself alone 
To the dark night and the sky 
Till I am a brother to the stone. 

Mingled inseparably. 

Into my breast let the good rain seep 
Soothing as a prayer; 

The arbutus will remember and creep 
Out of my tangled hair. 

When my two hands and my two feet 
Quiet at last shall lie, 

I shall not know if the rain be sweet 
With my face to the open sky. 

The night shall come like an emperor’s pall, 

The dawn like a crimson stain . . . 

I rise tonight for my coronal 
Out in the wind and rain. 

The Outlook Willard Wattles 


THE HOUSE 

Troy is for beauty, the far, the broken 

Underneath the coral, the dust, the sand; 

The golden cymbal, the lute, the spoken 
Word and the buried hand. 

Troy is for Helen, the flesh, the narded 
Sweet of a woman. — ^The topless minaret 
Is fallen, and he who guarded 
And Agamemnon fallen — ^they both forget. 

Here is a house now, ages after; 

No fable here, life is scarcely fled. 

The heart’s heat, the mid pulse, the love, the 
laughter — 

And yet she is just as dead 
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As the Helen dust* A broken rh3rthm 
Serves well enough for the theme, I guess; 

And this house, as open to the winds, the seism 
Of time as the Trojan’s place — no less. 

Time is a myth thing, beauty a jetting, 

A fountain jetting of dust from an um, 

Rising, falling — scarlet forgetting 
The shadow, rising but to return. 

All is a moment. Open the path wide, 

Carry her softly. Don’t close the door! 

Troy be for Helen, this for a new bride 
Stolen away and returning no more. 

The Midland Bennett Weaver 


THE LAST NIGHT OF WINTER 

Whose whips are those cracking up the river, 

Till the long shudder of sound, 

Half a sharp cry and half ecstatic shiver, 

Clutches trough the snow at the still ground? 

I cannot sleep, so I will light my candle, 

I will lead my shadow down the long stair; 

At the far door where some one tries the handle, 
Each of us will whisper, ^‘Who goes there?” 

And wood will whimper and stone be shaken — 
While, locked like a heart, the old house grieves, 

Rocking in its sleep and yearning to waken 
Warm tears in the silver eaves. 

When clouds collapse, when the darkness releases 
A trickle of stars, this house at one bound 

Will burst like a bulb and fall to pieces, 

Floor and door one dust on the ground. 
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Let the windows crackle and curl like paper. 

The rafters slide and the beams fly, 

I shall be off on the end of this taper. 

Out through the roof and up through the sky! 

Straight as a rocket I shall shoot through the shadow, 
All out of breath and blinking I shall land 
In a green gown in a green meadow, 

A crocus, not a candle, in my hand. 

The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Winifred Welles 


AH GABRIEL- 

If it should happen now, if a woman named Mary, 
Bending to the weeds in her rose and rosemary bed. 
Should see a flaming shadow fall, should hear a scary 
Whirring in the apple tree above her head, 

And rising up should find you, leaning on a lily, 

I think she would not speak at all, she would only 
stare, 

Wondering how a grown man could ever be so silly 
As to have a golden hat and long curled hair. 

And when your voice so singingly said, ‘‘Mary, Mary,” 
‘T have come to tell you — she would never under- 
stand 

Your misson or your message, but feeling very wary. 
Wave you from her garden with imperious hand. 

Though, when you left, the sunset would glimmer 
stronger. 

As feathers from your wings floated tinily clear, 

She would only think, “Days are still getting longer,” 
Or, “My, but the fireflies are thick this year!” 

230 



I know she would not know an angel from a fairy, 

Or recognize light save in the smoky lamp 
She sets to shine for Joseph plodding home to his 
Mary, 

Or believe that golden Gabriel was not a grey 
tramp. 

The Measure Winifred Welles 


f 

INDIAN PIPES 

These are the flowers for a mad bride — 

At dusk, on the black earth, under black trees, 
She shall fill her tom, white hands with these. 
She shall be heard by all the countryside, 

When she comes singing to the woods’ edge — 
Whiter than dogwood shall flutter on the ledge 
The silver tatters of her bridal dress. 

Singing in a cracked voice a song of craziness, 
Down the vague meadow, where her floating veil 
Rests on the mist, she shall wander till her wail 
Dies along the river in the mown hay. 

There they shall find her at break of day, 

With eyes like the first white frost, with the tips 
Of her tired fingers and the droop of her lips 
Blackened like the flowers she had carried away. 
The flowers that were all one waxen white, 

Leaf, stem and cup, but could not last the night. 


The Measure 


Winifred Welles 



THE POPPY.ROOM 


Wide-open-windowed in the morning time 
It could belong to anyone, 

A sewing-room, where winds might scatter threads, 

A play-room for the sun, 

An easy height for sweetnesses to climb — 

Those tendrilled fragrances, like ivies twining, 

Of cooling loaves and browning loam 
And blossoms moist with June — 

But later in the afternoon 
It was my mother’s. 

Then, with a bobbing, like bright heads. 

The sun stole ’round the house and hushed its shining, 
The wind put up its needles and went home, 

And fragrance swung no further than the eaves 
But held its breath there in the leaves, 

As if they knew this place was now no other’s, 

As if, with me, each heard her say, 

“Run off now, dear, and play, 

Fm going to the Poppy-Room.” 

Whether those paper poppies on the wall 
Were real to her or just a dreamy bloom. 

Whether she bowed to them or made them bow 
For her, I never knew at all — 

I only laaew that she came down the stairs 
At evening, as a star comes down the sky, 

Her eyes as calm as prayers. 

Her steps a lullaby. 

Remembering those rows of sleepy plumes 
And how my mother sought them all alone, 

I am not wistful now 

When, for a moment, people seek release. 

I watch their thoughts draw down across their minds 
With the finality of blinds; 

I hear their silence like a turning key, 



And know that they have closed to me 
Some holy place they call their own. 

And so I am not lonely — 

They have not really left me, they are only 
Going to their poppy-rooms. 

They will return in peace. 

Contemporary Verse Winifred Welles 


SILENCE 

She was a quiet little body 
In a quaint silk shawl. 

Who sat and sewed and listened, 

But hardly spoke at all. 

She let her copper kettle 

And her bright as copper fire, 

Wag like tongues and hum like voices 
In a cozy little choir. 

She was quieter with others 
Than they could be alone, 

But the flashing of her fingers 
Was a wit all its own. 

And while we talked her needle 
Like a swift dragon fly, 

Was sewing seeds of summer 
Into squares as blue as sky. 

I have taken tea from many. 

And talk from many more. 

But a blue bag of lavender 
I never had before 
Or since from any woman 
When I left her at her door. 


233 



Now that her fire, her kettle, 

And herself are still, 

Hearths seem merely hissing, 

Spouts only shrill. 

So I never stop from talking, 

So I always keep astir— 

I would be afraid of silence 
That was not a gift from her 
In shiny bits like ribbons, 

Sweet, like lavender. 

Contemporary Verse Winifred Welles 


WHITE FEAR 

I am not afraid in April, 

I am cool enough to pass 
Where robins bum like embers 
And tulips scorch the grass. 


But oh, when snow has fallen 
On a little city park, 

I would not dream to venture 
Alone there in the dark! 


For if I made one motion 
Along the muffled street, 

Whole whitened trees would tumble 
Into ashes at my feet. 

The almond lamps would ripen 
In the velvet shell and fall 
Upon the plush of pavements 
With no sound at all. 


2S4 



And trembling in the silence 
Like someone very old, 

I would find my hair silver 
Amd feel my heart cold. 

The Measure Winifred Welles 


NATIVES OF ROCK 

The fire cut away 

The soft forest 

Down to the rose-pink rock 

Harder than light. 

Movement is not easy 
In the mountain clearing 
"Where all that is not stone 
Imitates and is above stone. 

We ride so high 
That we are embedded 
In the air, 0 crystal. 

And cry for love among aspens. 

Ferns that uncoil beneath. 

Cry discontent. At night 
We lie down 
On red granite 

Ledges, throat on throat. 

Mid polished berry rods, 

Eyes wide open 
For the early rays’ stir: 

Illusion of antelope 
Who make the horizon 
Quiver upon their lifted 
Spikes, and lap the dew. 

The Dial 
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IN THE DARK CITY 


There is a harper plays 

Through the long watches of the lonely night 

When, like a cemetery, 

Sleeps the dark city, with her millions laid each in 
his tomb. 

I feel it in my dream; but when I wake, 

Suddenly, like some secret thing not to be overheard, 
It ceases — 

And the gray night grows dumb. 

Only in memory 

Linger those veiled adagios, fading, fading . . . 
Till, with the morning, they are lost. 

What door was opened then? 

What worlds undreamed of lie around us in our sleep, 
That yet we may not know? 

Where is it one sat playing 

Oven and over, with such high and dreadful peace, 

The passion and sorrow of the eternal doom? 

Poetry^ A ' Magazine of Verse 

John Hall Wheelock 


EXULTATION 

Before the dawn the very thought of you, 

That wakes me, as the morning wakes the night, 
Floods all my heart with most exultant joy. 

The thought of you that rises with the stars, 

When evening wheels all glittering through the dark. 
Floods all my heart with most exultant joy. 
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Though now you banish me forevermore, 

Never to look upon your face again — 

Think you that I shall sorrow for my love? 

Though I shall lie upon my bed of death 
And know you have forgotten me forever — 
Think you that I shall sorrow for my love? 

0 life and joy and breath and death of me, 

1 shall cry out exultant, and lie dead! 

0 I shall die of you, of you, of you! 

0 love, I love you better than you know! 

1 love you as Ae water loves the sea. 

I love you as the twilight loves the dark. 

Contemporary Verse John Hall Wheelock 


0 HAPPY HEART! 

Beloved — 0 adorable and false, 

Whom have you taken now in the dear toils! 

By what pale margins do your footsteps stray, 

Or what enchanted wood? What valleys hold 

The lily of your loveliness? What hills 

Have known your weight upon them, what far shore? 

Twilight comes tenderly, while evening lifts 
Along the pallid rim her lonely star — 

0 happy heart on which your heart is laid! 


The Bookman 


John Hall Wheelock 



NIGHT HAS ITS FEAR 


Night has its fear— 

As the slow dusk advances, and the day 
Fades out in fire along the starry way, 

The ancient doubt draws near. 

Vague shapes of dread— 

Soft owl, or moth, and timid twittering things— 
Move through the growing dark; on furtive wings 
The bat flits overhead. 

And in the house 

The death-watch ticks, the dust of time is stirred 
With timorous footfalls, in the night is heard 
The gnawing of the mouse. 

Through the old room 

What phantoms throng, what shapes that to and fro 
Tremble, and lips that laughed here long ago— 
Gone back into the gloom! 

A whip-poor-will 

Bleakly across the baleful country cries 
From a blurred mouth, and from the west replies 
Echo— and all is still. 

Now from her shell, 

Her body’s prison, with the ancient doubt 
And terror stricken, the scared soul looks out, 
Asking if all be well. 

Great kings have been, 

Poets, and mighty prophets, shapes have cried 
About the world, or moved in mournful pride; 

And are no longer seen. 

From many lands 

Their plaint was lifted; from how many a shore 
Sorrows have wailed, that are not anymore! 

They sleep with folded hands. 
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They have their day; 

Their cry is loud about the earth, who come 
To the one end; the singing lips grow dumb 
Always in the one way. 

Though they implore, 

Brief is the plea, inflexible the fate! 

Silence has the last word; and then— the great 
Silence, forevermore. 

Pondering these, 

The fretful spirit in bewilderment 
Quickens with a vague doubt, and, not content. 
Broods, and is ill at ease. 

Her being is 

Throned on so frail a pulse, such fleeting breath 
Bears up her dream across the gulf of death 
And the obscure abyss, 

Always she hears 

The hurtling chariots of the hurrying blood, 
Her shuttling breath ^hat in the solitude 
Weaves the one self she wears. 

Now first the vast 

Veil over heaven is rent, and bares the whole 
Shining Reality; whereat the soul 
Sickens, and is aghast! 

Darkness reveals 

The tragic truth; her will sinks hopeless wings 
Before the inexorable Fact of things, 

Humbling the dread she feels. 

With the old Awes 

Confronted and the flaming Mystery, 

She may not speak; but, pondering, suddenly 
Grows silent, and withdraws. 



She may not bear 

That sight; the spangled heavens from east to west 
Stretch out too wide the confines of the breast, 
Straining in wonder there. 

Upon what Brow 

Of awful eminence — 0 thought that stuns! 

Is laid that chaplet of a million suns. 

Upon what Forehead now? 

Who was it wrought 
This universal glory all aroimd. 

Of glittering worlds forever without bound? 

Great Poet, what a Thought! 

It is a Word 

Unutterable that is written there; 

The spirit, gazing, is one voiceless prayer. 

Careless if it be heard. 

Her thoughts ascend, 

Star beyond star, height beyond aching height 
Upward, in adoration infinite. 

Forever, without end. 

So shall it be! 

Till Time dim the high Legend; till the throne 
Of night be shaken, and the Face be known 
Beyond eternity; 

Till God divide 

And rend asunder the embroidered hem 
Of darkness; till the starry diadem 
And crown be set aside! 

AlVs Well John Hall Wheeloch 
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PANTHER! PANTHER! 


There is a panther caged within my breast, 

But what his name there is no breast shall know 
Save mine, nor what it is that drives him so, 
Backward and forward, in relentless quest: 

That silent rage, baffled but unsuppressed. 

The soft pad of those stealthy feet that go 
Over my body’s prison to and fro. 

Trying the walls forever without rest. 

All day I feed him with my living heart. 

But when the night puts forth her dreams and stars 
The inexorable Frenzy reawakes; 

His wrath is hurled upon the trembling bars, 

The eternal passion stretches me apart — 

And I lie silent, but my body shakes. 

ScHbnefs Magazine John Hall Wheelock 


WHERE BEAUTY LODGES 

Where Beauty lodges there prevails 
Exuberance of life and bloom; 

She is a guest who never fails 
To render payment for her room 
In coin that many a startled host 
Disparages as counterfeit. 

Perceiving least where there is most. 

Or seeing, wanting none of it. 

Impetuously she Journeys forth 
Unvexed by property or fence, 
Indifferent to south or north, 

Regardless of convenience. 

Yet with discerning eye to which 
Her entertainment most enjoys: 

She sets no ban on poor or rich, 

But looks suspiciously on boys, 

241 



She revels in luxurious space 
Yet in a flake can be confined. 

She hates the smug and commonplace 
But loves the brave and humble mind; 

She haunts direct and simple things. 

Distrusts the complex and the clever; 

Birdlike to twigs of whim she clings 
To flit away next breath or never. 

Mistress of myriad homes is she, 

But all are within alien gate; 

Her sites she picks capriciously. 

Inanimate or animate: 

A gutter song, a porcelain jar, 

A tiger, rain, a pheasant’s quill, 

A cobweb, a volute, a star, 

A factory whistle piping shrill. 

The Yale Review Wayland Wells Williams 


BLACKBERRY BRIARS 

‘‘The blackberry briars you bought — 

I think it is too late 
To put them in,” Seth said. 

“The earth is cold 
Clean to the elbow. 

Better wait for spring — 

TheyTl rot” 

But I went with him 
To make sure, 

And put my hand 

Deep in the broken ground. 

He leaned and packed the earth, 

And pressed hard with his foot. 
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He said: 

‘"Just let it stay until 
You get the feel of it. 

That cold comes on like a creeping palsy.” 

Then he waited — 

Watching me with covered eyes 
Until I shuddered 
And withdrew my arm. 

""You turned a little white,” he laughed. 

""It’s packing the earth,” I said, 

""Pressing it down the way you do.” 

""It’s a game I learned once 
For myself,” he said. 

""I call it playing 
With the sun’s shadow. 

It isn’t just like any cold 
That you can think of. 

And it’s always following him around, 

""It’s queer,” he said, 

""When the sun gets through growing things 
You can put your hand in almost anywhere 
And find it. 

"‘When the sun goes 

How can the shadow linger? 

That’s what I don’t understand. 

""Sometimes I wonder if — 

But I said: 

""Seth, we’ll let the blackberries go.” 

The Nation Albert Frederick Wilson 
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EAGLE SONNETS 

I 

I have been sure of three things all my life. 

The first is that I am — a final one 
That yields no room for doubt or windy strife — 
More certain than the blazing of the sun. 

The second, that I was — a fainter fact, 

Broken by sudden blanks and curious lapses; 

A shadow to each living thought and act, 

Yet shadowed by a host of vague perhapses. 

The third and last of these, that I will be: 

A moment leading to a lengthening span, 

A fragment formed of continuity, 

A child forever growing into man. 

Three things are sure. ... 0 you who grope for 
four. 

Know, man is sure of three, and never more. 

II 

I cannot know that other men exist: 

It is but a belief, obscurely guessed. 

Within the mirror, brain, they move in mist; 

A wall of air holds back the friendliest breast. 

To me they are. . . . And so to me the vision 
My fancy builds this moment in the air, 

Food for a clearer glance’s high derision. 

Food for a thoughtful hour’s thin despair. 

For knowledge is from skill of inward seeing. 

Not bred of eye, or ear, or touch, alone: 

It is the younger, truer name of being, 

No gossip spread by careless flesh and bone; 

And though from seed to fruit to seed it change, 

It is one’s self, and knows no further range. 

III 

We hear the ancients say that man is issue 
Of godhood — spirit breathed into the dust. 

Man is a favored, roving bud of tissue. 

Fed on the countless blossoms of earth’s crust. 
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ile IS a ciuld ot truit and sturdy grain; 

Of bird and beast bis sinews have been knit. 

These gave the stuff for body and for brain: 

If they are godhood, he is spawn of it. 

And though old Gabriel split his cheeks with blowing, 
No part of us shall rise in that last day: 

Within uncounted lives we shall be growing. 

Bird in the bird, and clay within Ae clay. 

If he should blow, to clothe again my spirit. 

Each part will be too hard at work to hear it. 

IV 

And — spirit? Is it some ethereal spark 
Nurtured in disembodied realms of air, 

Sentenced to serve within the human dark, 

Finding through death its deathless life elsewhere? 
It is the sum of ancient ache and feeling. 

All I have touched and seen. I cannot tell 
But there are, for a tardier revealing, 

More ancient aches and feelings found as well. 

Yet this is all. . . . The flower’s scent is blended 
Of airy particles spnmg from its core; 

And when the blossom’s summer hour is ended. 

No scent lives on, to knock at Heaven’s door. 

And so my spirit, which in striving shone. 

Shall follow where the striving heart has gone. 

V 

Flower of the dust am I: for dust will flower. 

Before its final reckoning is had; 

And then this dust, in a hot sudden hour, 

Shall stagger, veer, and flounder, in a mad, 
Tumultuous pltmge into that blazing sun 

— ^Mere dust on fire — ^that gave it once its birth; 
And man and all his doings shall be one 

With the charred cinder that was once an earth. 
And then again a brief, unhurried cooling. 

More flowers that walk and dream, maybe — and then 
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The aged sun will end its scanted ruling 
As surely as there is an end to men. 

The heavens at last will end, as all things must — 
To let new heavens ripple out of dust. 


VI 

We are parts of a vaster thing than we, 

Not isolated aliens astray: 

We walk and breathe in a totality 
That links all men in its organic sway. 

Vaster than this, we grow within a one 

That clasps all things that grow within its heart; 
Yes, all the lifelessness from sun to sun 
Shares in the body in which we have part. 

How can the part prove traitor to the whole, 

Or how rebel against itself? No more 
Than body could rebel against the soul, 

Or soul betray the body that it wore. 

We are, for all our struts and ecstasies, 
Inexorably one with all that is. 


VII 

With all that is: and here the tongue is dumb, 

The voice is silent, and the heart is still. 

What things have been, what wilder things will come. 
Are locked forever from the straining will. 

Only we know no shaping thought or plan 
Started the weary whirling of the spheres; 

Only we know the drifting mote called man 
Is nothing in the spinning of the years. 

And whether there are years we are not sure: 

Or whether space is boundless or is bound. 

We only know that darkness will endure, 

And that no savior sun or moon is found: 

Only the flicker of a falling star. 

Taunting how black the blacker spaces are. 
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VIII 

Faith is the dream that things known false are true; 

Truth is our feeble vision in the dark; 

Love, that supremest pleasure men pursue, 

Is life’s device to shield an undimmed spark. 
Right is a thing of person and of season, 

Justice the sagging of a rusty scale; 

And we need only watch the cheater, Reason, 

To see how man’s last anchorage must fail. 
Faith is a vision we must cling to still: 

Truth is a god to serve, although we die. 

Love is the dear controller of our will. 

Justice and right must ring in every cry. 

Though Reason let our craft drift out to sea. 

Yet we shall find no truer guide than he. 

The Nation Clement Wood 


PRETTY WORDS 

Poets make pets of pretty, docile words: 

I love smoolh words, like gold-enameled fish 
Which circle slowly with a silken swish, 

And tender ones, like downy-feathered birds: 

Words shy and dappled, deep-eyed deer in herds, 
Come to my hand, and playful if I wish. 

Or purring softly at a silver dish. 

Blue Persian kittens, fed on cream and curds. 

I love bright words, words up and singing early; 
Words that are luminous in the dark, and sing; 
Warm lazy words, white cattle under trees; 

I love words opalescent, cool, and pearly. 

Like midsummer moths, and honied words like bees, 
Gilded and sticky, with a little sting. 


The Bookman 


Elinor Wylie 



CASTILIAN 


Velasquez took a pliant knife 
And scraped his palette clean; 

He said, “I lead a dog’s own life 
Painting a king and queen.” 

He cleaned his palette with oily rags 
And oakum from Seville wharves; 

“I am sick of painting painted hags 
And bad ambiguous dwarfs. 

The sky is silver, the clouds are pearl, 

Their locks are looped with rain. 

I will not paint Maria’s girl 
For all the money in Spain.” 

He washed his face in water cold, 

His hands in turpentine; 

He squeezed out colour like coins of gold 
And colour like drops of wine. 

Each colour lay like a little pool 
On the polished cedar wood; 

Clear and pale and ivory-cool 
Or dark as solitude. 

He burnt the rags in the fireplace 
And leaned from the window high; 

He said, “I like that gentleman’s face 
Who wears his cap awry.” 

This is the gentleman, there he stands, 

Castilian, sombre-caped. 

With arrogant eyes, and narrow hands 
Miraculously shaped. 

The New Republic Elinor Wylie 
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THE GOOD BIRDS 


Threading the evil hand and look 
I sprang, on sinews spare and light. 

To sleep beside a water-brook 
Where snow was sprinkled overnight. 

I spread my cloak upon the ground, 

I laid my head upon a stone, 

I stared into the sky and found 
That I no longer lived alone. 

He turned His burning eyes on me 
From smoke above a mountain-shelf; 

I did not want His company 
Who wanted no one but myself. 

I whistled shrill, I whistled keen; 

The birds were servant to my nod. 

They wove their wings into a screen 
Between my lovely ground and God. 

The Nation Elinor Wylie 


DEMON LOVERS 

The peacock and the mocking-bird 
Cry forever in her breast; 

Public libraries have blurred 
The pages of his palimpsest. 

He wanders lonely as a cloud 
In chevelure of curled perruque; 
Masked assassins in a crowd 
Strangle the uxorious duke. 
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Castilian facing Lucifer, 

Juan does not remove his cap; 

Unswaddled infantile to her 
His soul lies kicking in her lap. 

While she, transported by the wind, 

Mercutio has clasped and kissed. . . . 

Like quicksilver, her absent mind 
Evades them both, and is not missed. 

The New Republic Elinor Wylie 


FULL MOON 

My bands of silk and miniver 
Momently grew heavier; 

The black gauze was beggarly thin; 

The exmine muffled mouth and chin; 

I could not suck the moonlight in. 

Harlequin in lozenges 

Of love and hate, I walked in these 

Striped and ragged rigmaroles; 

Along the pavement my footsoles 
Trod warily on living coals. 

Shouldering the thoughts I loathed, 

In their corrupt disguises clothed. 

Mortality I could not tear 
From my ribs, to leave them bare 
Ivory in silver air. 

There I walked, and there I raged; 

The spiritual savage caged 
Within my skeleton, raged afresh 
To feel, behind a carnal mesh, 

The clean bones crying in the flesh. 

The New Republic Elinor Wylie 
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DROWNED WOMAN 

He shall be my jailer 
Who sets me free 
From shackles frailer 
Than the wind-spun sea. 

He shall be my teacher 
Who cries “Be brave.’’ 

To a weeping creature 
In a glass-walled wave. 

But he shall be my brother 
Whose mocking despair 
Dives headlong to smother 
In the weeds of my hair. 

The New Republic Elinor Wylie 


EPITAPH 

For this she starred her eyes with salt 
And scooped her temples thin, 

Until her face shone pure of fault 
From the forehead to the chin. 

In coldest crucibles of pain 
Her shrinking flesh was fired 
And smoothed into a finer grain 
To make it more desired. 

Pain left her lips more clear than glass; 
It colored and cooled her hand. 

She lay a field of scented grass 
Yielded as pasture land. 

For this her loveliness was curved 
And carved as silver is; 

For this she was brave: but she deserved 
A better grave than this. 

The New Republic 


Elinor Wylie 



LET NO CHARITABLE HOPE 


Now let no charitable hope 
Confuse my mind with images 
Of eagle and of antelope: 

I am in nature none of these. 

I was, being human, born alone; 

I am, being woman, hard beset; 

I lived by squeezing from a stone 
The little nourishment I get. 

In masks outrageous and austere 
The years go by in single file; 

But none has merited my fear, 

And none has quite escaped my smile. 


The Literary Review 

New York Evening Post Elinor Wylie 


HEROICS 

Though here and there a man is left 
Whose iron thread eludes the shears, 
The martyr with his bosom cleft 
Is dead these seven heavy years. 

Does he survive whose tongue was slit, 
To slake some envy of a fing’s? 
Sportive silver cried from it 
Before the savage cut the strings. 

The rack has crumpled up the limb 
Stretched immediate to fly; 

Never ask the end of him 
Stubborn to outstare the sky. 



Assuming an heroic mask, 

He stands a tall derisive tree, 

Wliile servile to the speckled task 
We move devoted hand and knee. 

It is no virtue, but a fault 
Thus to breathe ignoble air, 

Suffering unclean assault 
And insult dubious to bear. 

The New Republic ElinoT Wylie 
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Tsine, April; The River, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April. 

Ailing, Kenneth Slade. February Thaw, The Measure, March; 
First Ice, The New York Post, December 21, 1921 ; Ghouls, 
The Measure, June; Somethinq Like a Wind, The Measure, 
October, 1921; Summer Night, The Measure, October, 
1921; Stones Gathered for a Chimney, The Measure', 
October, 1921; The Bee, The Measure, October, 1921; 
The Freight Train, Leslie * s Illustrated Weekly, March 4; 
The Unscarred Rghtbr Remembers France, The 

Measure, March; To The Midland, A Magazine of 

the Mtddle West, August, 1921; Totjl Sector, October — 
The Aviators* Barracks, Saizerais, The Measure, 
February. 

Almack, John. The Lanes op Oregon, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921, 

Ames, Luciie Perry. Age, The Pagan, December, 1921, January; 
Dream-Ash, The Pagan, The Pagan; Misty-Trail, The 
Pagan, October-November, 1921. 

Ammidown, H. F. To Monadnock, The Granite Monthly, 
March. 

Andelson, Pearl. At Play, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 
1921; Tide Out, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921 ; 
Madonna, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921. 

Anderson, Claiborne HAuks. Cobwebs and Iron, The Remewer, 
November, 1921, 

Anderson, Marguerite L. Playmates, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Anderson, Maxwell. Lucifer, The Measure, January; Noon 
m A Wood, The Measure, May; “She Said, Though You 
Should Weave,” The New Reyuhlic, July 5; The Beggar 
God — ^n. The God Mutters; III, He Gathers His Wrath 
About Him; IV, He Broods Over His Vengeance, 
The Measure, December, 1921; Judith op Minnewaukan 
— The Lake, East Wind, Judith’s House, Morning 
AND Night, Judith’s End, The Measure, September, 1921; 
“The Time When I Was Plowing,” The New Reyuhlic, 
June 21. 

Anderson, Sherwood. Testament op the Two Glad Men, 
The Double Dealer, April. 

Andrew, Thekla Hollingsworth. Heart’s Desire, Munsey^s 
Magazine, Jime. 

Andrews, Andrew L. Requiem, The Nomad, Spring, 1922. 

Andrews, George Lawrence- The Lost Path, Art Review, 
April. 
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Andrews, Loring. Emancipation, The Pagan, August-September, 
1921, 

Andrews, Mary Raymond Shipman. Cardinal Mercibr, 
Scribner^s Magazine, March ; Pax Vobiscxjm, Scribner^s 
Magazine, August, 1921, 

Anonymous. At Parting (Translated by Florence Brinkman), 
The Freeman, April 5; Out op Work, Incredible Pacts, 
Uses, Windows and Smells, Department Store 
Demonstrator, Holiday, The Night Wind, Papers, 
The Municipal Lodging House, The Nation, December 
28, 1922; Summer Rain, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921. 

Arata, Oliver S. Canzonet, The Poet and Philosopher, September, 
1921. 

Annfield, Maxwell. Battle, The DotMe Dealer, October, 1921. 

Amo, Beth, After Sundown, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921* 

Arnold, Anne. Fulfillment, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February. 

Armstrong, Martin. All Is One, Broom, June. 

Armstrong, Nelchen, The White Road, The Lyric West, June. 

Ashleigh, Charles. Death Bed, The Liberator, March; Oriental 
Nocturne, The Century Magazine, November, 1921; 
Vespers, The Liberator, March. 

Atkinson, Arthur W. To the Northern Lights, The Lyric West, 
February. 

Atkinson, John Hampton. EfeLiOTROPB and Jabjoram, The 
American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Atsu-Ko Saisho. When Beauty Dies (Translated from the 
Japanese by Madam Yukio Oz^), The Freeman, 
November 9, 1921. 

August, S. G. Silent, The Step Ladder, July. 

Auslander, Joseph. Abandoned, The Measure, May; Beauty, 
Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; Beauty Will Wound 
Us, Contemporary Verse, April; Blind Searcher, The 
Measure, February; Broken TSeongs, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Winter; Candles and Torches, The Measure, 
July; Crying, “Thalassus!*’ Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; Dead Leaves, Contemporary Verse, November, 
1921; Ebb-Tide, The New Republic, April 12; FraHiTY, 

Thy Name is The Measure, February; I Greet 

You! Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; I Have Waited 
for You Long, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; 
I Know it Will be Quiet When You Come, The 
Measure, May; Is This the Labe! The Measure, May; 
Little Lou, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Of Course 
They Had to Visit the Invalides, The New Republic, 
May 17; One Instant, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; 
Out OP THE Fog, The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 
1921; Some Day Your Beauty Will Frighten Death, 
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The Lyric West, April; Somewheeb a Lonely Bied, The 
New Republic, March 15; Siimmeb’s End, Coniemporary 
Verse, November, IQi^l; Sunrise Trumpets, The New 
Republic, April 26; The Bright Blasphemy, The Lyric 
West, April; The Dark Edge op the Dawn, Coniemporary 
Verse, August, 1921; The Sea is Like a Panther Peri- 
lous, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; The Ship Sings, 
Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; Twilight, the 
Luxembourg, Contemporary Verse, April; When Homer 
Nodded, The Bookman, June; Winter, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Winter. 

Austin, Marjorie. Great-Uncle Job, The OuUook, June 7. 

Austin, Mary. Glyphs — Rendered from the Amerind, The 
Dial, November, 1921; Women*s "War Thoughts — 
A ROOM IN Time from which a window looks on the 
Present, The Dial, November, 1921; Songs of the 
Seasons, a Free Rendering op an Amerindian Song 
Sequence, The Double Dealer, July. 

Avery, Berl^ Grant. Speaking Me Face to Face (Tribute to 
Edwin Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step 
Ladder, June. 

Avery, Claribel Weeks. Mt Days, Contemporary Verse, January; 

Mt Verse is Like (Tribute to Edwin Markham 

on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, June; Rose 
AND Gardener, The Lyric West, April; The Beauty of 
Winter, Contemporary Verse, January; The Stranger, 
The Step Ladder, July. 

Ayers, Joseph Henry. Silences, The Granite Monthly, October, 
1921. 

Babb, Stanley E. The Singer, AWs Well, October, 1921. 

Bacon, Eleanor Kenley. As a Tiel Tree and an Oak, The 
Granite MorMy, July; Travel With a Smile, The Granite 
Monthly, May. 

Badger, King. More Than the Praise of Gods, The Fugitive, 
June; Now This is Parting, The Fugitive, June; The 
Winds by Ceyrat, The Fugitive, June. 

Bagley, Frank R. The Tear That Says Good-Bye, The Granite 
MorMy, July; To an Iciclb, The Granite Monthly, 
February. 

Bainbridge, W. H. On the Overland, The Lyric West, Septem- 
ber, 1921; The “Silleb” on the Plate, The Lyric West, 
September, 1921. 

Baker, Karle Wdson. Burning Bush, The Nation, August 17, 
1921; Courage, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1921; Meekness and Pridb, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; Nor in the Whirlwind, Poetry, A Magor 
zine of Verse, October, 1921; Storm Song, The Bookman, 
December, 1921; To Get Wisdom, Poet^, A Magazine 
of Verse, October, 1921. 
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Baker, Martha S. Hopes Unfulfilled, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921. 

BaJderston, K. C. To My Quakeb Gheat-Grandmother, The 
Granite Monthly , November, 1921. 

Baldwin, Eleanor. The Old Man op the Mountain, The 
Granite Monthly, December, 1921. 

Baldwin, Faith. Portrait, The Measure, May; The Petty Soul, 
The Outlook, May 3, 1921. 

Barber, Bruce The Stream’s Secret, Munsey*s Magazine, 
April. 

Barnard, Edward W. A Ballade of Ye Twentie-Fyfthe, The 
Freeman, December 28, 1921. 

Barnes, Peter. Dream Kisses, Contemporary Verse, August, 
1921. 

Barney, Anna Louise. Crossing the Bay, The Country Bard, 
Wmter; I Shall Come Back to You, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February; September, The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; The Valley, The 
Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Barrett, Lucile. Autumn’s Trail, Harper's Magazine, October, 
1921. 

Barrington, Pauline. Los Angeles, The Lyric West, November, 
1921. 

Barrows, Elfrida De Renne. Death, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, April; Impressions, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
April; I Wonder, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
Recognition, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; Twi- 
light, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April. 

Barrows, Marjorie. Suzanne’s Garden, The Step Ladder, March. 
Bassett, Rulk. God-Thanks, The Granite Monthly, May; 

Storms, The Granite Monthly, July. 

Batchelor, Jean M. The Letter, The Lyric West, December, 1921 ; 

Trade’s Temple, The Granite Monthly, December, 1921, 
Bates, Katharine Lee. First Love, Contemporary Verse, May; 
At Camden, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Sarah 
Threenbedles (Boston, 1698), The Double Dealer, April; 
Shut Out, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; 
The Flight of Abmodaeus, The Double Dealer, June; 
The Spirit Wbavbth Wings (Tribute to Edwin Markham 
on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, June; 
MSfsmm Time’s Long River, The Lyric, November, 1921. 
Baxter, Sylvester. The Skeptic, The Congregaiiondlist, June 20; 

The Sage, The Congregationalist, June 20. 

Beck, J. 0. On the Mountain Peaks, The Alumhus {Purdue), 
JaniMu^. 

Beddow, Elizabeth Russell. October, The Nomad, Summer, 1922. 
Beebe, Lucius M. Encore, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Beebe, Theodore B. The Parting, The American Poetry Maga^ 
zine. Autumn, 1921. 
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Beeler, Florence Ashley. Stohm, The American Poetry Magazine^ 
Autumn, 1921; The Comintg of the The 

American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Behre, Edwine. At Dawx, The Pagan, December, 1921, January; 
March Night, The Lyric West, March, 

Bek, Herschelle. Mood, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Beil, Jessica. A Dream Home, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; Armistice D.^y, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Atjtumx, The Country Bard, Summer- Autumn, 1921; 
John Burroughs, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 
1921; Lilac Weather, The Country Bard, Spnng; "When 
Plum Trees Are Blooming, The Country Bard, Summer. 

Bellaman, Henry. A Last Word, Broom, June; Decorations 
FOB AN Imaginary Balm:t, Broom, December, 1921; 
Edges, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 1921; 
Funebrb, Temyo, Autumn, 1921; Gargoyles of Notre 
Dame, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 1921; 
God, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 1921; 
Hedges, Broom, June; Heroic Elegy, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921; BbGH Trees, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
In Mono Barbar'o, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; In a Charles- 
ton Garden, The Reoiewer, April; Lullaby, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, November, 1921; Now is Purple, 
The Measure, January; Peaks, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, November, 1921; Portrait Sonnets, I, II, HI, IV, 
Voices, A Joumcd of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Question, 
The Measure, January; The Artist, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, November, 1921; The Stb.1lNGEb, The Lyric, 
July; Thinning Mjbt, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; Through a Hundred Gates, The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Toward the Winds, 
The Lyric, May. 

Ben6t, Laura. Enemies, The Bookman, December, 1921; Hope, 
Ainslee’s June. 

Bendt, Stephen Vincent. . Days Pass; Men Pass, Vanity Fair, 
ApS; Oh, Tricksy April, The New Republic, Apnl 26. 

Ben4t, William Hose. Animalcule, The Literary Remew of the 
New York Evening Post, July 29; Doppelgangee, The 
New Republic, February 1; Fere and Glass, The Century 
Magazine, January; The Beating Heart, The New 
Republic, November 16, 1921; The Fawn in the Snow, 
The New Republic, April 12; The South Wind, The 
Bookman, May. 

BennettjJf Joy. Thoughts, The Lyric West, February; To You, 
The Lyric West, February. 

Berenberg, David P. Two Sonnets, The Measure, February; 
Your Halo, The Measure, January. 

Betts, Craven Langstroth. Roosevelt, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

Beyers, Meredith. Bn? of Curls, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; Fat M!an, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June. 
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Bickley, Beulah Vick. A^tcestrt, Contemporary Verse, February; 
In Memory, The Country Bard, Winter; IVIastebt, The 
American Poetry Magazine, February; Mid-Westeen 
Stars, The Country Bard, Spring; The Debasieb (For 
Alice), The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; 
The Gardener, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 
1921; The Great American (T. R.), The GountrylBard, 
Wmter; The Spirit op the Hearth, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Tis Love That Calls You 
Home, The Country Bard, Spring. 

Biddle, Francis X. N ovember 1 1th, The Liberator, March; I Was 
A Ship, The Liberator, April. 

Billings, Warren T. The Church Without Walls, The Granite 
Monthly, November, 1921. 

“Billy, Uncle.” Jesus* Joke, Contemporary Verse, February. 

Binns, Archie. Passing at Night, The Measure, December, 1921. 

Bishop, John Peale. The Death op a Dandy, Vanity Fair, April. 

Bishop, Morris. A Nev7 Hampshire Boy, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, March; Ecciesiastes, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Some Words to Moliere, The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, June 3. 

Bjorkman, Edwin. Felicia, The Bsdewer, January; Song op 
THE Bowl, The Reviewer, December, 1921; The Pond, 
The Reviewer, May. 

Blacikman, Kate. Song op the Reeds, The Lyric West, February. 

Blake, Winifred Ballard, Vision, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921. 

Blanden, Charles G. Apple Blossoms, The Chicago Tribune, 
July 26; A Tear Bottle, The Chicago Tribune, August 27, 
1921; Daybreak, AWs Well, May; Chicago, The Chicago 
Tribune, January SI; Daffodils, The Chicago Tribune, 
June 1; Duality, The Chicago Tribune, November 26, 
1921; Fulfillment, The Chicago Tribune, March 1; 
Fusion, The Chicago Tribune, October 8, 1921; Hours, 
The Chicago Tribune, July 15; In a Forest, The Chicago 
Tribune, July 28; In March, The Chicago Tribune, March 
14; Little Windows, The Chicago Tribune, August 7, 
1921; Naked Trees, The Chicago Tribune, April 6; Octave, 
The Chicago Tribune, July 12; Overtones, The Chicago 
Tribune, August 29, 1921; Roosevelt, The Chicago 
Tribune, October 27, 1921; Shadows, The Chicago Tribune, 
July SI; Shrines, The Chicago Tribune, April 17; Song 
(Upon Mt Wat to Shillington), The Chicago Tribune, 
May 17; Song, The Chicago Tribune, July 4; Song, The 
Chicago Tribune, July 10; Song, The Chicago Tribune, 
July 14; Song, The Chicago Tribune, July 17; Song, The 
Chicago Tribune, July 28; Song, The Chicago Tribune, 
October 29, 1921; Song, The Chicago Tribune, September 
21, 1921; Song, The Chicago Tribune, November 12 ; Song, 
The Chicago Tribune, November 17, 1921; Song, The 
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Chicago Trihune, November 30, 1021; Scxset Leaves, 
The Chicago Tribune, November 10, 1921; The Bell, 
The Chicago Tribune, November 16, 1921; The Cslvxge- 
LiNGS, The Chicago Tnhu7ie, October 20, 1921; Tee 
Deserted House, The Chicago Tribune, November 20, 
1921; The Passing Throng, The Chicago Tribune, 
January 24; The Keep op Care, The Chicago Tribune, 
November 27, 1921; The Weaver, The Chicago Tribune, 
August 30, 1921; Truth, AlTs Well, April; Winter Joys, 
The Christian Century, February 23; To a Ruby-Throated 
Humming-Bird, The Chicago Tribune, July 22; Ultima 
Thule, The Chicago Tribune, November 2J, 1921; The 
Winds op Dawn, The Chicago Tribune, S'ovember 7, 
1921; WuLUE Campbell’s Dream, The Chicago Evening 
Post, May; Yesterday, The Chicago Tribune, August 3, 
1921, 

Block, Louis James. The Gold and Crimson Sun (Tribute to 
Edwin Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step 
Ladder, June. 

Blunden, Edmund. Country Sale, The Yale Pedew, July; 
Threshold, The Yale Rmeio, July; The Shadow, The 
Yale Review, July. 

Blunt, LL.D., Rev. Hugh F. Bethlehem, The Magnificat, 
December, 1921; God’s Handmaid, The Magnificat, 
March; Her Pathway, The Magnijicai, June; In M.aytime, 
The Magnijicai, May; The Holy House, The Magnijicat, 
October, 1921; To Saint Joseph, The Magnificat, March. 

Bodenheim, Maxwell- City-Girl, The Liberator, July; Dear 
Minna, The Nation, May 10; Dress-Model, The Double 
Dealer, December, 1921; Garbage-Heap, The Double 
Dealer, April; Imaginary People, The Double Dealer, 
February; Instructions pob a Ballet, The Dial, March; 
Negro Criminal, The Boohman, October, 1921; Negro 
Laborer, The Nation, July 5; Old Actor, The Double 
Dealer, February; Sonnet to My Wipe, The Double 
Dealer, January; Summer Evening : New York Subway 
Station, The Dial, August, 1921; To a Country-Girl, 
The Yale Review, July; Tbuck Drivers, The Double 
Dealer, July; Two Sonnets to My Wipe, The Measure, 
December, 1921; Underworld Note, The Double Dealer, 
March; Yillagb-Clebe:, The Double Dealer, December, 
1921. 

Bogan, Louise. A Tale, The New Republic, October 19, 1921; 
Decoration (For W.), The New Republic, August 24, 
1921; Medusa, The New Republic, December 21, 1921; 
Memory, The New Republic, May 10; Portrait, The 
Liheratcyr, April; Statute and Birds, The New Republic, 
April 12; The Alchemist, The New Republic, February 22; 
The Crows, The Literary Review, New York Evening Post, 
April 15; Women, The Measure, February. 
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Borland* Harold G. The Flute Player, The Lyric West, June. 
Bomlioldt, Florence Parker. My Art Looks Up, The Lync 
West, September, 1921 

Bossdbere, Jean. The Offering op Plebs (Translated by E. J. 
O’Brien), Broom, February. 

Bostick, Louise Stedm^. Song op a Mountain Flower, The 
Lyric West, November, 1921; The Visitor, The Lyric 
West, November, 1921 

Bourquin, Mabel J. The Debauchee, May. 

Boutelle, Grace Hodsdon It Vanished (To C. A. B.), Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921. 

Bowen, Stirling. A Mulatto Girl — In Police Court, The 
Liberator, November, 1921; April, The Ltherator, June; 
Cages, The Bookman, December, 1921; In the Golden 
Age, The Liberator, October, 1921; The Deserted Room, 
The Liberator, November, 1921; The Gold Rush, 1849, 
The Liberator, September, 1921; The Rainbow’s End, 
The Liberator, September, 1921. 

Bower, Helen Wanderlust, The Liberator, February. 

Bowles, 0. J. Aerial, The Lyric West, October, 1921; Clouds, 
The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Boyesen, Bayard. Lake, Broom, November, 1921. 

Bradford, Gamaliel. A Common Case, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Autumn, 1921; Cherry-Buds, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; 
Hymn to Ignorance, The Literary Rmew of the New York 
Evening Post, June S; Illimitable, Contemporary Verse, 
April; Rhyme, The American Poetry Magazine, February; 
The Anniversary, ScmbneVs Magazine, October, 1921; 
The Fabric, Contemporary Verse, April; The Surprise, 
The Outlook, January 4; The Thing to Do, Contemporary 
Verse, April. 

Bradley, Virginia Burton. Gathering Figs, The Lyric West, 
November, 1921. 

Brady, Emeline Margaret. The Portrait, to Lola, The Lyric 
West, December, 1921. 

Braganca, Anita. Keats, Harper * s Magazine, October, 1921. 
Breese, Alan. In You, The liberator, January; The Snow 
Again, The Liberator, December, 1921. 

Breton, Nicholas. Attar op Roses, Munsey*s Magazine, March; 
Ballade op Fish in the Sea, Munsey*s Magazine, June; 
To PhyijTJDA in the City, Munsey*s Magazine, July. 
Brintnall, Edna Goit. Chinatown, The Lyric West, November, 
1921. 

Broadus, Kemper Hammond. Buzzard, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, May; Burnt Out, Poetry, A M^azine of Verse, May. 
Brockman, Zoe Kinzaid. Lines, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February. 

Brody, Alter. Invincible, The Bookman, August, 1921; On the 
Screen, Clay, Spring; Nocturne From a Window, Clay, 
Spring. 
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Brooks, Clarissa. Of Love A^T> Death, The Step Ladder, July. 

Brooks, Fannie F. Compensation, The Country Sard, Spring; 
Makxn’ Hay, The Country Bard, Sunimer-Aiitumn, 1921; 
Snowflakes, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Brown, Abbie FanvelL The Cave, Contemporary Verse, August, 
1921; The Tempting Polly, Contemporary Verse, Decem- 
ber, 1921. 

Brown, Alice. Hjeliotrope, Harper's Hagazine, September, 1921. 

Brown, Leab. The Beauty op Xatubb, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921. 

Brown, Marion Francis. When Spring Comes Back to Gilead, 
Ainslee's, March. 

Brown, Sarah-Margaret. From Chicago Poetry, a Magazine 
of Verse, February. 

Bryant, Gladys. Reflection, The Liberator, February; The 
Reti^, The Liberator, October, 1921. 

Bryant, Louise. Aftermath, The Liberator, November, 1921. 

Bryning, Winifred Livmgstone. Messengers op Hope, The 
Boston Transcript, February 4. 

Buchanan, Allison. The Unloved, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March. 

Buckley, Nancy. “At Shut op Evening Flowers,” The Lyric 
West, April; The Artist Speaks, The Poet and Philosopher, 
January; The Spinner, The Magnificai, July. 

Bugbee, Perley R. A Winter’s Night, The Granite Monthly, 
March. 

Bulknap, Helen Rxmyon. Correspondences, The Lyric West, 
October, 1921, 

BuUen, John Ravenor. Fab Distant Bells, The Poet and 
Philosopher, September, 1921. 

Bunin, I, A. A Song (Translated by Babette Deutscb and 
Avrahm Yannolinsky), The Freeman, August 17, 1921. 

Burgess, Robert Louis. Like a Young Plum Tree, The Pagan, 
October-November, 1921. 

Burke, Kenneth. Vbr Renatus Oebis Est, Contact, Advertising 
Number. 

Burr, Amelia Josephine. Trincomalbb, The Lyrie, November, 
1921; West of Suez, Scribner's Magazine, September, 
1921. 

Burroughs, Jack. A Child Questions Mb, Harper's Magazine, 
November, 1921. 

Burt, Maxwell Strutbers. “Beauty Persists,” Scribner's 
Magazine, July; Mountain Dawn, Harper's Magazine, 
February; The River, Scribner's Magazine, April; Walled 
Gardens, Harper's Magazine, September, 1921; When I 
Grew Up to Middle-Age, Scribner's Magazine, December, 
1921. 

Burton, Clara Moore. The Early Dandelion, The Country 
Bard, Spring; The Whip-Poor-Will’s Song, The Country 
Bard, Spring. 
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Biirton, Richard. Leaening and Loving, The Personalist, 
October, 1921. 

Busch, Jr^ Briton Niven. Insomnia, Contemporary Verse, 
February. 

Buss, Kate. Gabgoyle, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 
1921. 

Butts, Dorothy. Attdiencb, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921; A Vanity, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921; Difference, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, November, 1921; Listening, Poetry, A Magazine 
cf Verse, November, 1921; May Basket, Poetry, A Maga-^ 
zine of Verse, November, 1921; Please, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, November, 1921; The Parade, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine cf Verse, November, 1921; The Transient, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, November, 1921; To the Hills 
Abound Northampton, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921. 

Bye, Jean Pahner. Singing Voice, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, Autumn, 1921. 

Bynner, "Witter. A Dragon Fly, The Freeman, May 3; A Song 
OF THE Winds, The Freeman, April 19; Debs and the 
Builders, The New Republic, December 28, 1921; Donald 
Evans, The Dial, April; 0 Hunted Huntress, The Nation, 
March 22; Spring m the Zoo, The Measure, May; The 
Actor’s Prologue, The Freeman, April 19; The New 
Whistle, The Bookman, April; To a Chinese Scholar 
(Dr. Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, April 26. 

Bynner, Witter, and Kmng Kang-hu. A Green Stream (Trans- 
lated from the Chmese), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
February; Harmonizing a Poem by Palace-Attendant 
Kuo (Translated from the Chmese), Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, February. 

Byrne, M. St. Clare. Traa Coboion Things, McClure * s Magazine, 
May, 


Cahn, Pauline. These Two, The Measure, January. 

Calkins, Thomas V. The Sand Devil, The Lyric West, October, 
1921, 

Campbell, Helen M. The Old Canals op England, The Granite 
Monthly, October, 1921. 

Campbell, Joseph, ‘*The Moon Rose Up,” The Double Dealer, 
June; “Into the Gathered Cornfields,” The DauUe 
Deal^, June. 

Campbell, Nancy. Innocent Sleep, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921. 

Canon, Ralph. Life, The Country Bard, Spring; The Rain 
Predictor, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Carew, Harold D, Spring Greeting, The Boston Herald; Recon- 
SBCRATiON, The Boston Transcript, November 19, 1921; 
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When Bill Went West, The Boston Post, March 21; 
To A Bose, The Boston Transcri'pt, April 12. 

Carlin, Francis. The Shambles, The Measure, December, 1021; 
A Child’s Grace, The Measure, December, 1921; God, 
The Catholic World, November, 1921; Confessional 
Prater, The Catholic World, February; Gosling Brook, 
The Measure, December, 1921; Pax, The Catholic World, 
June; At Christ’s Mass, America, December 24, 1921. 

Carman, Bliss^ Vestigia, Harper's Magazine, September, 1921. 

Carman, Miriam Crittenden. To Stl\ta — Forever Still, 
Ikerybody's, August, 1921. 

Carrere, AngMe. Correction, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921; The Clxtnt Museum (Paris), The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921; Marketing, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921; Morning in Antwerp, The Pagan, 
December, 1921, January; Discord, The Pagan, December, 
1921, January; Still-Life, The Pagan, December, 1921, 
January. 

Carrington, Mary Coles. Homeward Bound, The Lyric, June; 
The Lost Comrade, The Double Dealer, November, 1921. 

Carroll, Mary Tarver. The Wander-Lure, The American 
Poetry Magazine, June; The Poet, The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Carron, S. J-, Lionel V. Commencement, The Magnificat, June. 

Cattell, Hetty. The North Woods, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921. 

Chamberlain, J. D- On the Virtub of Sobriety, All's WdL, 
January. 

Chandler, Josephine Craven. Cockaigne, The Step Ladder, 
March. 

Chang Chi (8th Century A. D.). Virtuous Wife Ode (Translated 
from the Chinese by Mbion N. Fellows and T. Y. Leo), 
The Measure, June. 

Ch’ag-Ling, Wang In Her Quiet Window (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Eliang Kang-Hu), The Nation, 
November 2, 1921 

Chapin, Henry. Migratory Moon, The Literary Rerim of the 
New York Evening Post, October 8, 1921. 

Chaplin, Ralph. Wesley Everest, The Liberator, March; 
To My Little Son, The Liberator, December, 1921; 
Freedom, The Liberator, March; Taps, The Liheraior, 
March; The Livinq Dead, The Liberator, March. 

Chapman, John Jay. Summer’s Adieu, Scribner's Magazine, 
October, 1921; The Grandfather, Scrihner's Magazine, 
May; Books and Reading, The Yale Review, October, 
1921. 

Charles, Lester. Green Stockings (From Paul Verlaine), 
The Wave, June. 

Chase, Chilton. Enshrined, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; Ful- 
FTLLMENT, The Nomod, Spring, 1922. 
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Chastain, Mary Lee. FAfteewabd, Good Housekeeping , June. 

Cheney, Ehas H. What Would I Mobe? The Granite Monthly, 
February. 

Cheney-Nichols, Beth. CoifFESSiON, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

Cheyney. Ralph. Cbucifixion, The Pagan, December, 1921. 
January; Emancipation, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921; Surf, The Pagan, October-November, 1921; 
Noctuenb, The Nomad, Spring, 1922. 

Childs, Dorothea M. Soni^et, The Poet and Philosopher 
September, 1921. Awakened Love, The Lyric West, 
February; Deferred, The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Chiu-Ling, Chang. Fruits of Circumstance (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-Hu), The Double Dealer, 
June. 

Choyce, A. Newberry. I Can Bear So Many Things, The 
Smart Set, April, 

Cinneidig, Robard Emmet Ua. Transfiguration, The Double 
Dealer, October, 1921. 

Clark, Allen. I am Your Lover, The Lyric West, May. 

Clark, Martha Haskell. The Specialist, Harper's Magazine, 
December, 1921; Wicket Gates, Good Housekeeping, 
June; Beach Trails, McClure's Magazine, April; The 
Price, McClure's Magazine, May; From Famine Fields, 
The Ovtlook, March 22; Trails, Scribner's Magazine, 
January. 

Clark, Thomas Curtis. Kings, The Christian Century, March 9; 
Wrm Gratitude for ‘‘Leaves op Grass, The Christian 
Century, March 9; An Awakening America Sings, 
The Christian Century, April 6; The Hand of Lincoln, 
The Christian Century, June 8; To Carl Sandburg, The 
Christian Century, June 22; Trust the Great Artist, 
The Christian Century, July 6; World Builders, The 
Chicago Tribune, August 25, 1921; To John I^ts, 
The Chicago Tribune, August 15, 1921; Explorers, The 
Chicago Post, January 25; Song, The Chicago Tribune, 
November 9, 1921; Theodore Roosevelt, Prophet, 
The Chicago Tribune, October 27, 1921; Poet to Cynic, 
The Chicago Tribune, July 21, 1921; When Summer Dies, 
The Chicago Tribune, October 23, 1921; Witnesses, 
The Boston Transcript, January 14; Poets; The Chicago 
Tribune, August 7, 1921; To Robert Bthins, Minneapolis 
Journal, August 2, 1921; Caesar and Christ, The Christian 
Century, September 29, 1921, To John Burroughs, 
Unity, February; America to Her Poets, The Christian 
Cerdury, August 4, 1921; To a Celebrity, The Chicago 
Tribune, August 24, 1921; King op an Acre, The Chicago 
Tribune, September 20, 1921; To Thobbau, The Chicago 
Post, January 6; To Homer — Poet Eternal, The Chicago 
Tribune, November 7, 1921; The Melting Pot, The 
Chicago Tribune, September 11, 1921; Deathless (Horati 
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Caemina, Lib. IH, 30), The Chicago Tribune, August 21, 
1921; PHiCxrs, The Chzcago Tribune, August 5, 1921; The 
Procession, The San Francisco Chronicle, October 10, 
1921; The Enditring, The Chicago Tribune, September 
26, 1921; To the Singer, The Christian Century, October 
20, 1921; The Day Breaks, The Christian Century, 
January 12; Theodore Boosevelt, “The Happy 
Warrior,*’ The Christian Century, October 27, 1921; 
Corn, The Christian Century, December 15, 1921; America 
Sings of the Dawn, The Christian Century, November 
10, 1921; On Rereading Keats, The Chicago Tribune, 
August 15, 1921; Humdrum, The Minneapolis Journal, 
August 10, 1921; God Rules the Seas, The Christian 
Century, November 17, 1921; “Paradise Enow,” The 
Chicago Post, January 17; To Quintus Horatius 
FiiACcus, The Chicago Post, February 20; To Walt 
Whitman, Indiana University Quarterly, April; Chicago 
Work Song, The Chicago Tribune, September 25, 1921; 
Questionings, The Christian Century; Easter Hymn, 
The Christian Century; March, The Chicago Post, March 
15; Influence, The Christum Century, March 30; Time, 
TAc Chicago Post, March SS; To Carl Sandburg, The 
Chicago News, April 12; March Yearning, The Chicago 
Post, March 4; Byron, The Chicago Post, March 10; 
Seekers, The Chicago Post, April 12; The Dream, The 
Chicago Post, April 22; Song (Horati Carmina, Lib. I, 
22), The Chit^o Tribune, December 8, 1921; Shakespeare, 
Indiana University Quarterly, April; To Wordsworth, 
Indiana University Quarterly, April; The Poet's Call, 
The Chicago Post, February 9; Shacklbton, The Chicago 
Post, February 16; At Mount Vernon, The Chicago 
Post, February 22; The Dreamer, The Christian Century, 
February 9; Gfes Christian, The Christian Century, 
February 9; The Master, The Christian Century, February 
9; Lincoln, The Living Church, February 11; Upon 
Reading a Volume of Ancient Chinesb Poetry, The 
Chicago Post, March 31; The Glory of Lincoln, The 
Ckriskan Century, February 9; The Miracle, The Christian 
Christian Century, February 9; At Gentryvtlle, The 
Christian Century, February 9; October, The Chicago 
Tribune, October 30; The New Song, The Christian 
Century, October, 1921; The Golden Age, The Christian 
Century, September 22, 1921; To Poetry, The Christian 
Century, September, 1921; The Universal Cult, The 
Living Church, April IS; To the Author of Spoor River, 
The Chicago Post, March 22; Revelation, The Christian 
Century; Gifts, The Christian Century', God’s Victors, 
The Christian Century, November 17, 1921; The Dream, 
The Chicago Post, April; Evtdenc]^ The Christian Century', 
Twn OpTransM of Faith, The Christian Century, November 
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17, 1921; The Heart’s Cottntrt, The Christian Century, 
October 6, 1921. 

Clarke, Harlow. I Complain in Passing, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February; An Old Woman, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February. 

Cleghom, Sarah N The Vermonter Departing, EDeryhody^s 
Magazine, September, 1921; Mountains, The Nation, 
June 7; Three Great Ladies: I. The Victorian, 
11. The Amazon, m. The Vestal, Scnbners Magazine. 

Clements, Colin Campbell. Ip I Should Die Tonight, The 
American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Coatsworth, Elizabeth J. T^e Ship, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; The Cows, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; 
Stream, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; At Versailles, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; The Centaurs, The 
Double Dealer, May; Broadwat, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, June; Five Inconsequential Charms: Charm 
FOR A Silver Spoon, Charm for Running Water, 
Charm on Making a Bed, Charm fob the Disreputable 
Crows, Charm for a Jab, The Double Dealer, April; 
Reflection, The Dial, October, 1921; Silence, Con- 
temporary Verse, January; The Song, Contemporary 
Verse, January; Wizardry, Contemporary Verse, January; 
Fly Low, Vermilion Dragon, Contemporary Verse, 
January; Nirvana, Contemporary Verse, January. 

Code, Grant H. Ecstacy, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; 
The Songs op Heaven, A Journal of Verse, Winter; 
Sea Quatrains, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1921; The Sons of the Waterfall Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Winter; The Black Beast, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921; Rhodis, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

When You Are Married, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, Autumn, 1921. 

Cody, S. J., Reverend Alexander J. Shadows, The Magnificat, 
February; The Mother op a Priest, The Magnificat, 
June; Our Lady Courtesy, The Magnificat, July; To 
R. M. C. (Died Holy Innocents’ Day. 1919), The 
Magnificat, December, 1921, Shadows, The Magnificat, 
December, 1921; April, The Magnificat, April; The 
House of May, The Magnificat, May. 

Coleman, Ethel M. To My Muse — a Confession, The Poet 
aTid Philosopher, September, 1921. 

Coleman, Patrick. Enshrined, The Catholic World, November, 
1921; The Burning Bush, The Catholic World, May. 

Coll, Aloysius. Today’s Task, Munsey^s Magazine, July. 

Colum, Padraic. Jo3aQ^ Butler Yeats, The Literary Renew of the 
New York Evening Post, February 11; In a Fak Land, 
The Dial, November, 1921; The Poet, The New Republic, 
February 1; Lament, The New Republic, February 1; 
Old Soldier, The New Republic, February 1; The Bird 
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OF Jesus, The New Republic, December 14, 1921; The 
Humming Bikd, The New Republic, November 33, 1921; 
In the Carolina Woods (To De, E. C. L. Adams), 
The Measure, March, 

Conant, Isabel Fiske. O Earth, Too Lovely! The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1931. 

Confucius. Epitaph to a Warrior (Translated by Florence 
Brinkman), The Freeman, April 5. 

Conkle, W. Lullaby, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Conkling, Grace Hazard. Quicksilver, The Measure, October, 
1921; In the Maytimb Pear Orchard, The Bookman, 
May; Are You Afraid? The Yale Review, January; 
Detail for Music, The Yale Review, January; First Crocus, 
Ainslee's, April. 

Conkling, Hilda Message for a Sick Friend, The Outlook, 
July 5; The Milky Way, The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, November 13, 1931; Volcano, 
The Measure, October, 1931. 

Conner, Huth Irving. The Passing, The Lyric, June. 

Connor, Torrey. Twilight at Dolores, The Lyric West, 
February. 

Cooke, Le Baron. Fantasy, Contemporary Verse, January; 
Masquerader, Contemporary Verse, January. 

Cooke, Mattie 0. Evening, The New Pen, April-May. 

Cooley, Winifred Harper. Trivial, The American Poetry, 
Magazine, Autumn, 1931. 

Coombs, Edith I. Brief Magic, Ainslee's, July 

Cooper, BdUe. Sonnet: a Deserted City, The Lyric West, 
January; The Quest, The Lyric West, July- August. 

Cope, Mrs, Helen Tyler. “Ole Virginny Lullaby,” The 
Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Corbin, Alice. Excavation at Pecos, Harper's Magazine, May 

Corder, Baymond. The Skyscraper, The Liberator, October, 
1931, 

Cornelius, Mary Chase. Ships that Pass, The Poet and Philos- 
opher, September, 1921. 

Corwin, John Howard. A Wet Summer, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Plowing Under, The 'Country 
Bard, Winter; Caprice, The Country Bard, Spring. 

Costa, Florio. Sicilian Love, Munsey's Magazine, May. 

Cowan, Sada. To a Bit of Jade, The Lyric West, July-August 
1921; The Tiger, The Lyric West, July- August 1921; 
An Egyptian Love Song, The Lyric West, Febnmry. 

Cowdin, Jasper Bamett. The Home Nest, The Lyric West, 
January. 

Cowley, Malcolm. Mountain Farm, Broom, May; Mountain 
Valley, The Dial, December, 1931; The Town Was 
Stretched, Gargoyle, January-February. 

Cox, Eleanor Rogers. Music, America, October 15, 1921. 

Crafton, Allen. On Summer Hilij^, Contemporary Verse, June. 
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Crane, Hart. Praise rob an Urn (In Memoriam E. N ), The 
Did, June; Locutions des Pierrots (Translated from 
the French of Jules Laforgue, The Double Dealer, May; 
PoRPHTEO IN Akron, The Double Dealer, August- 
September, 1921; A Persuasion, The Measure, October; 
Pastorale, The Dial, October, 1921. 

Crank, Gertrude. Greasewood, The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Cramner, Catherine. Afterward, AWs Wdl, February; Sisters, 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 
1921. 

Crapsey, Adelaide. Blue Hyacinths, The Did, July. 

Crawford, John. Endymion, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921; Brackish Well, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, ^ptember, 1921; Sumach, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, September, 1921; Nadir, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, ^ptember, 1921. 

Crawford, Nelson Antrim. On Main Street, The Measure, 
September, 1921; Creed, The Measure, September, 1921; 
The Sweeper, The Measure, September, 1921; Impotence, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October* 1921; Song, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Branches, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Companionship, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Lake, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921. 

Cresson, A. W. How Fab Away Is April? The Smart Set, April; 
Heights, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Message, Contemporary 
Verse, March; Hepatica, Contemporary Verse, Mar^. 

Crever, Anna Rozilla. Mount Hamilton, The Lyric West, 
November, 1921. 

Crew, Helen Coale. Irish Song, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January. 

Cross, John. Beauty, The Yde Review, April. 

Cross, Margaret Virginia. A Yuletide Gut, Contemporary 
Verse, December, 1921; “Couch o’ Dreams,” The 
American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Cummings, E, E. Poem, The Did, October, 1921; Three United 
States Sonnets, Broom, May; Five Poems, The Did, 
January; Poem, The Dial, April. 

Cunningham, Minna Jarrett. Indian Summer, The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921, 

Cunningham, Nora B. There’s a Wide Sky, The Lyric West, 
March; Contrast, The Lyric, May; The Captive, 
The Lyric West, February; The Coming Joy, Contemporary 
Verse, February; The Prophet, Contemporary Verse, 
February; Wild Fowl, Contemporary Verse, February; 
The Captive Fantasy, Contemporary Verse, February; 
Battlement, Contemporary Verse, February; The Bloom 
OF Pain, Contemporary Verse, February. 

Curran, Edwin. The Lions, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921. 
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Curry, Walter Clyde. Idle Questionings, The American Poetry 
Magcmney Autumn, 1921, 

Curtis, Cfiristine Turner. November m New Engla-nd, The 
Granite Monthly, November, 1921. 

D., H. HrppoLTTUs Temporizes, The Bookman, October, 1921; 
Song, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; At 
Bau, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Hes- 
PEEiDEs — Eeagment 3335% Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, October, 1921. 

D., Z. G. The Road, The Granite Monthly, October, 1921. 

Dabney, Julia P. Stradivarius, Contemporary Verse, January. 

Daingerfield, Francis Lee. November Day, The Retnewer, 
November, 1921; At the Year's Ejto, The Reoiewer, 
December, 1921. 

Dalton, Power. Sequence, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; 
My Thoughts, The Lyric West, November, 1921; Twi- 
light, The Lyric West, November, 1921; Words, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Winter; Zenith, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Winter; Heart Beat, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; Changeling, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 
1921; Triumph, The Lyric West, June; Grass Daisies, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; Question, Con- 
temporary Verse, May; Flame, The Lyric, Jime; Then, 
Telling Tales, October, 1921; Request, Snappy Stories, 
November 15, 1921; Go From Mb, The New York Sun, 
September, 1921; My Own, Motion Picture Classic, 
August, 1921; Omnipotence, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

Dalzell, Hugh. Longing, The Lyric, Augu^ 1921. 

Damon, S. Foster. The Holt Gildb, The Dial, February; 
Voyage, Broom, June; Epilogue, The Bookman, January; 
Conversations, Broom, June. 

Dancer, Ruth S. Bittersweet, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921. 

D'Angelo, Pascal. Night Scene, The Liberator, July; Midday, 
The Literary Rmew of the New York Evening Post; Song 
OF Light, The Bookman, May; To a Warrior, The 
JAberator, July; To Some Modern Poets, The Century 
Magazine, June; Whispers, The Literary Redew of the 
New York Evening Post, May 20. 

Daniels, Earl. Solitude, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; 
Comprehension, The liberator, August, 1921; Candles 
AT Dinner, Contemporary Verse, February. 

Dargan, Olive Tilford, In the Black Country (Staffordshire, 
England), Scribner's Magazine, September, 1921. 

D'Armes, Dominic. Ballad Inventory, The DouUe Dealer, 
February. 

Darnell, Theodore. The Living Word, The Christian Century, 
March 11. 

d'Autremont, Hattie H. A Pohteait op a Child, The Poet and 
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Philosopher t January; Found Not Lost, The Poet and 
Philosopher, January. 

David, Jonathan. Upon a Time, The Fugitive, June; The Quiet 
Hoxm, The Fugitive, June, Bethel, The Fugitive, June. 

Davidson, Gustav. Sanctuaby, The Double Dealer, August- 
September, 1921; Bepohe Depabtube, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Summer; Covenant, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; Absolution, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; 
Sonnet to Roberta, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring, 

Davies, Harold. Gulls, The American Poetry Magazine, June; 
Des Ailes! The American Poetry Magazine, June; Hiron- 
DELLE, The American Poetry Magazine, June; Wings, The 
American Poetry Magazine, June. 

Davies, Mary Carolyn. A Love Song, The Literary Review of ihe 
New York Evening Post, February 4; After Love, The 
Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, February 4; 
Op Jot Also, The Writer's Monthly, July; To An Outgoing 
Tenant, The Liberator, May; Pene Song, Tke Bookman, 
February; I EUve Danced in the House of the Sea, 
Contemporary Verse, June; Sentry — Go, Contemporary 
Verse, June; The Last op the Co'wbots, Poetry, A Maga-- 
zine of Verse, June. 

Davies, W. H. The Happy Man, Tke New Republic, January 4; 
The Woods and the Banks, Tke New Republic, January 4; 
Impudence, Telling Fortunes, Two Women, The Hour 
OF Magic, How Many Buds, Harper's Magazine, March; 
The Hour op Magic, Harper's Magazine, March; Two 
Women, Harper's Magazine, March; Telunq Fortunes, 
Harper' sMagazine, March; Impudence, Harper's Magazine, 
March; How Many Buds, Harper's Magazine, March. 

Davis, Clifford E. How it Happened, Tke American Poetry 
Magazine, October, 1921. 

Davis, JuHa Johnson. Dante, The Lyric, August, 1921; Mt 
Books, The L/yric, December, 1921; To a Little Boy, 
The Lync, March. 

Davis, Leland. In Old Trinity Churchyard, The Literary 
Review of ike New York Evening Post, June 3; A Ballad 
OP Jealousy, Tke Liberator, August, 1921. 

Davisson, Oscar. Laus Stellarum, The Bookman, October, 
1921. 

Dawson, Mitchell. Contrartwise, The Wave, January; Knowise, 
The Wave, January. 

Day, Cora S. Dilemma, The Granite MonHily, June; New 
Houses, The Granite Monthly, April. 

Dean, Mary. Forecast, The Measure, December, 1921; Incom- 
prehensible, The Measure, February. 

Dearmer, Geoffrey. A Legend op the Desert, Contemporary 
Verse, June. 

de Ford, Miriam Allen. Themes, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; Shadow Canton. Poetry, A Magazine of 
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Verse, October, 1921; Will it Be Like This’ Foeiry, 
A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Santa Cruz, The 
Lyric West, January; At Night, The Lyric West, October, 
1921; Wheatland ~ 1921, The Lzberator, September, 1921. 

de rAbrie-Ricbey, Roubaiz. Streetscape, The Lyric West, 
January. 

de la Mare, Walter. Nor That Wat, Broom, December, 1921; 
Comfort, Broom, December, 1921; In the Dock, Broom, 
November, 1921; Martins: September, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, December 17, 1921; 
Titmouse, The Literary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, September 24, 1921; The Stranger, The Century 
Magazine, December, 1921; Sunk Ltonesse, The Century 
Magazine, October, 1921; A Lullaby, The Lyric, January; 
The Monologue, The New iSepuJZic, November 23,1921; 
The Double, Harper * s Magazine, September, 1921; 
B r e a k of Morning, The Yale Review, April; The Gigantic 
Image, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

De Laughter, Msu-garet. Toward Evening, Poetry, A Magazine 
o/ Verse, August, 1921; Requiem, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Pierrot and Columbine, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; Invocation, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921. 

De Lubicz-Milosz, 0. W. Strophes (Translated by Ezra Pound), 
The Died, November, 1921. 

Dendric. To a Fetish, The Fugitive, June. 

Dennen, Grace Atherton. Winding the Clock, The Lyric West, 
July-August, 1921; The Awakening, The Lyric West, 
July-August, 1921; The Frost, The Lyric West, January; 
Pastels, The lyric West, October, 1921; Childhood and 
Memories, The Lyric, Jiaxch; April Magic, The Lyric 
West, April. 

Dennis, Alberta Johnston. San Marino Ranch, The Lyric West, 
July-August. 

Denny, Eleanor M. The Book op the White Birch, The Lyric 
West, April; The Gbtser at Calistoga, The Lyric West, 
June; Ti[E Desteoyer, The Lyric West, June. 

Derby, Jennette. A Mulberry T^ee, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921. 

Deutsch, Babette. “Now Speak op Love No More,” The Lyric 
West, January; Return, The New Republic, February 8; 
And Again to Po Chu-i, The Dial, September, 1921; 
Op Riches, The New Republic, April 12; The IVIasteb, 
The Double Dealer, November, 1921; At Asahi, The Double 
Dealer, December, 1921;Pungence, The Reviewer, Novem- 
ber, 1921; Measure, The Double Dealer, November, 1921; 
Fall Fantasia, The Literary Review of The New^ York 
Evening Post, November 19, 1921; Pity, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, April 8; Woods and 
Waters^ The New RepuUie, November 2, 1921; Tak for 
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Sedst, Poetry^ A Maga:dne of Verse, February; Dabk 
Gates, The Measure, July; Chess, The Lyric West, March; 
Op Beauty and Love, The Measure, February; Marriage, 
The Nation, March 22. 

Dewey, Annette Barrett. Your Prospects, The New Pen, 
April-May. 

Dewing, Andrew. Kwannon, The Lyric West, May. 

Dexter, Ernest. Sidney Lanter, The Lync West, December, 1921; 
Late Eveiong at Suisttn, The Lyric West, July-August; 
Waved a Blade, The Lyric West, September, 1921; Eai^y 
Morning at Suisun, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Dickinson, Margaret. Lilies, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; A Box op Carnations, The Country Bard, 
Winter. 

Divine, Charles. In Praise op a House on a Hill, Munsey's 
Magasdne, Jxme. 

Dockham, H. E. We Three, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; Just a Friend, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Hang On, The Country Bard, Winter; His Question, The 
Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Dodd, Lee Wilson. As the Senator Puts it. The Freeman, 
January 25. 

Dodge, Margaret. The Mother, The Christian Century, 
July 6. 

Dolson, Mrs. C. A. M. The Play, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921, 

Donald, Gene. Tbe Old Man, The Reviewer, February. 

Donohue, Edward F. Her Home, The Magnificat, July; Omnis- 
cience, The Magnificat, February, 

Donovan, Lois. In Hospital, The Magnificai, March. 

Dorset, E, The Turn in the Road, Harper's Magazine, October, 
1921; The Buildbbs, Harper's Magazine, November, 1921. 

Dos Passes, John. Quais: IRive Gauche, The Measure, July; 
Quai de la Tourelle, The Bookman, March; Vermilion 
Towers, The Bookman, November, 1921. 

Douthitt, Harold H. My Star, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Dow, Dorothy. To a Mirror, The Pagan, December, 1921, 
January; There Are Mouths to Kiss, The Pagan, 
October-November, 1921; In Winchester, The Pagan, 
August-September, 1921; To Atalanta, The Bookman, 
May. 

Dowell. Ivan T. Words, The Double Dealer, March; Grist, The 
DouUe Dealer, March. 

Doyle, S. J., William V. Golgotha, The Magnificat, March. 

Dransfield, Jane. Mists, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; 
Tides, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; Morning 
S xTNSHiNE, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; Matins, 
Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; ISbos Mountain, 
Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; Wind, Contemporary 
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Verse, September, 1921; The Young Poplar Tree, Con- 
temporary Verse, ^ptember, 192L 

Dresbach, Glenn Ward, Renewal, Contemporary Verse, June; 
The Last Ship, Contemporary Verse, June; The Pool 
Near the Sb:t, Contemporary Verse, June; The Enchanted 
Mesa, The Measure, January; The Patio, Contemporary 
Verse, June; Song, The Bookman, June; "Wild Geese 
Over the Desert, The Double Dealer, January; Con- 
tradiction, The Double Dealer, October, 1921; Calsi 
Near the Desert, The Double Dealer, October, 1921. 
Mardi Gras Night — Panama, The Double Dealer, July. 
White Sails Against the Morning, The Double Dealer, 
November, 1921; Spider Web Songs, AWs Well, June; 
Song in Autumn, AWs Well, Pebruary; A Row op 
Willows, AlTs Well, January; Cactus Bloom, AWs Well, 
October, 1921; Song, AWs Well, May; The Defeated, 
AWs Well, November, 1921; A Place in the Sun, AlCs 
Well, September, 1921; Witches’ Song, AlTs Well, August, 
1921; The Old Sailor, The Century Magazine, March; 
The Lizard on the Ledge, The Lyric West, July-August; 
The Game — Panama, The Lyric West, July-August; Vic- 
tor Watson — The Rancher, The Lyric West, June; The 
Trapped Rabbit, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921; 
Mountain Pasture, The Lyric West, March; Mountain 
Water Song, November, 1921; The Road, 

The Lyric West, January; Applbblossoms Near the 
Desert, The Measure, May; Songs op the Piains, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, January; Song, The Double Dealer, 
^ril; Yucca in the Moonlight, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; Song, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; 
In Western Mountains, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May. 

Drinkwater, John. The Maid of Naaman’s Wife, The Measure, 
May; Decision, McClure's Magazine, April. 

Driscoll, Louise. Honey, Harper’s Magazine, March; Keep Mt 
Hand, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; Two 
Old Men, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Driscoll, Marjorie Charles In Babylon, The Lyric West, May* 

Drury, John Hurried, The Lyric West, July-August; Evening 
IN THE West, The Lyric West, July-Aug^t. 

Dunn, Rhoda Hero. The Magic Touch, Scribners Magazine, 
September, 1921. 

Dunsany, Lord. An Interrupted Song of the Iris M ar s h es, 
The Double Dealer, December, 1921; Omar’s Song,' The 
Double-Dealer, December, 1921; In New Hampshi^ The 
Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, April 22.^ 

DTaughn, Amos M. Love, The±American Poetry Magazine, 
Juzie. 

Earley Betty. Prayer, The Lyric, June. 
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Eason, Mrs. F. D. Gla.ciax Undine, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 19£L 

Eastman, Max. A QxTEsa?iON, The Liberator, November, 19^1; 
To A Dancing Partner, The Liberator, February; The 
Missouri, The Liberator, October, 19£1; A Telegram, 
The Liberator, January. 

Eberhart, Nelle Eiclunond. Her Hands, Munsey*s Magazine, 
May; Love Beincarnatb, Muneey's Magazine, April. 

Eden, Helen Parry, Winter is Come, The Literary Redew of the 
New York Evemng Post, December 24, 1921; “When 
Israel Out op Egypt Came,” The Catholic World, July, 

Edward, Zaida Packard. Absence vs. Presence, The American 
Poetry Magazine, June. 

Edwards, Charles. “About it and About,” Contemporary Verse, 
September, 1921; Le Jeunb Poets du Baudelairb, C<m- 
Umporary Verse, September, 1921, 

Eddy, Rosamond Weston. Fog, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; At Evening, The Lyric West, November, 1921; 
Regret, The Lyric West, November, 1921; Tht Name, 
The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Eddy, Ruth Bassett- Desire, The Pagan, December, 1921, 
Januaa^; Judge Me Not Harshly, The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Edgarton, Gladys. My Sepulchre, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; Love’s Passing, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921 

Egan, Maurice Francis. To a Poet in the Summer op Life, 
Scribner* s Magazine, November, 1921; To John Augustine 
Zahm, The Catholic World, April. 

Eggleston, Amy W. Dreams, Tlw Magnificat, June; Love’s 
Young Dream, The Magnificat, June. 

Eldridge, Paul. The Scaeeobow, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Re-In- 
carnation, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Greetings prom 
Confucius, The Double Dealer, July; The Bose, The 
Double Deader, August-September, 1921; Since You Love 
Beauty, O My Soul, The Double Dealer, February; 
Wedding Gifts, The Double Dealer, January; Elephant, 
AWs Well, January; Snake, AlTs Well, October, 1921; 
Owl, AWs Wdl, October, 1921; Ply, AlTs Well, October, 
1921; Daisy Seed, AlVs Well, October, 1921; Lion, AWs 
W^, December, 1921; Peacock, AWs Well, December, 
1921; Spider, AWs Well, November, 1921; Deer, AWs 
Well, September, 1921; Mouse, AWs Well, September, 
1921; Cat, AWsWdl, September, 1921; Worm, Well, 
August, 1921; Hog, AWs WeU, August, 1921; Robin, AWs 
WdL August, 1921; To Fo Bargains with Deity, The 
Lyric West, June; Vain Seekers, Contemporary Verse, 
August, 1921; Ruins, ThsDouhle Dealer, Apra; Potiphab’s 
Wife, The Double Dealer, May; Swan, The Double Dealer, 
March; Frog, The Double Dealer, March; Goat, The 
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Double Dealer, March; Flea, The Double Dealer, March; 
Goose, The Double Dealer, March; Gant3er, The Double 
Dealer, March. 

Eliot, Ruth F. At the Plat, Munsey's Magazine, May. 

Ellerbe, Cecilia. ^Makers op Life, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Elliot, William Foster Aes Immortalis, The Lyric West, 
November, 1921; To Eleanor from the Citt, The Lyric 
West, February; Defeat, The Lync West, February. 

Elliott, Ellen Coit. Peima Do2^na of the Negro Jazz Orchestra, 
The Lyric West, April. 

EUiston, George. Fuijtllment, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February. 

Ellsworth, Raymond. Songs op a Lover, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Elsmie, Dorine- A Happy Poet, The Liberator, April. 

Embry, Jacqueline. Unhegenerate, The Nation, July 5. 

Evans, Abbie Huston. Wild Apples, The Measure, March; 
Sea Fog, The Measure, July; The End of the World, 
The Measure, July; Juniper, The Measure, July; The 
Tamarack Tree, The Measure, July. 

Evans, Lucile. O Love That is Born op the Moon and a 
Flower, The Lyric West, May. 

Everett, Laura Bell. Faith, The Christian Century, March 2. 

F., E. H. A Silver Jubilee, The Catholic World, February. 

Fairfield, "Wynne, Class Poem, 1921, Lincoln Lore, November, 
1921. 

Falkner, William. Portrait, The Double Dealer, Jxme. 

Farkas<i, Hazel. September Nights, The Lyric West, September, 
1921. 

Farrington, Harry Webb. The Empty Cup, Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 31, 1921. 

Farwell, Gertrude Brice. Liberated, The Lyric West, July- 
August; Soul op Earth, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Faunce, iVances Avery. At SuiirRiSE, The Catholic World, June. 

Fawcett, James Waldo. Joseph Plunkett (May 4, 1916), 
The Liberator, January; Macabre, Much Ado, Decemb^ 
20, 1921; Nocturne, Unity, August 4, 1921; Afterward, 
Unity, December £9, 1921; Vagabonds, Unity, August 18, 
1921. 

Feathertop, Henry. In Secret Valley, The Fugitive, June; 
Cul-De-Sac, The Fugitive, June; Farewell to Anactoria 
(Sappho), The Fugitive, June; A Scholar to His Lady 
(To E. H.), The Fugitive, June; Call on. Deep Voici^ 
The Fugitive, June. 

Feibleman, James. Resignation, The Double Deater, May; 
The Last Night, The Double Dealer, February. 

Feldman, Jesse Hugo. Madison, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April; Moritubi Agonisti, The Double Dealer, March. 
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Fellows, Albion N. and T. Y. Leo. Sighs O'er a Battlefield 
^ (Author unknown). The Measure, June. 

Felshin* Jo. Creed, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921. 

Fennell, Charles. The Vampire City, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

Ferl, Emily. Reply to Melancholy, The Jjyric West, October, 
1921. 

Ferril, Thomas Hornsby. Chicago River, The Measure, 
February. 

Field, Ben. The Passing of the Long Wharf at Port Los 
Angeles, The Lyric West, March; Oil, The Lyric West, 
October, 1921. 

Field, Wright. To the Unknown, The American Legion Weekly, 
November 4, 1921; To a Skull, The Lyric West, October, 
1921; Dreams, The Lyric West, December, 1921; The 
Vision, The Lyric West, December, 1921* High Noon 
IN the Forest, The Poet and Philosopher, September, 
1921; Flowbb-o-thb-Wind, The Lyric Wek, February 

Fischer, Raymond P. A Year, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May, 

Fisher, Caroline. My Tree, The Ccniniry Bard, Summer-Autumn. 
1921; One Swimmer, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 
1921; The Forest Caul, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921. 

Fisher, Mahlon Leonard. How Would it be? Ainslee's, 
January. 

Fitch, Anita. The Wanderer’s Soul, McClure’s Magazine, 
July; The Midnight Mass, McClure’s Magazine, May; 
The Newcomer, McClure’s Magazine, May; Grace 
Before Meat, McClure’s Magazine, May; 0, April! 
McClure’s Magazine, April. 

Fitzbucke, E. G. Indian Summer, The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Fletcher, John Gould. Napoleon, The Dial, April; To a Starvinq 
Man, Broom, April. 

Fletcher, Louisa. Debussy, Contemporary Verse, October, 1921 

Flexner, Hortense. Abyss, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 
1921; Effort, The Double Dealer, June; Holiday Crowd* 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; Winged Victory, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; Poets, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Summer; Fragments, The Lyric, March; 
To CiNDHELLA AT Midniqht, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Autumn, 1921; Prophecy, The Lync West, February. 

Flexner, James. City Nights, Lincoln Lore, April. 

Flynn, Clarence E. The Makinq op Heaven, The Christian 
Century, June 15. 

Folgore, Luciano. Nude (Translated by Alfred Kreymborg), 
Broom, December, 1921. 

FolEard, Hugo. To One Named Rue, The Lyric West, May 

Forrest, Mark. Ballade of Baubles Gay, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Forster, George F. An Indian Lover Sings, The Lyric West, 
February. 



Porsyth, Alice Whitecraft. September Dusk in the ARSOTOr 
The Lyric West, September, 1921 

Fort, Paul. Eternity (Translate by John Strong NeT^berrj*), 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 1921; The 
Little Silent Street (Translated by John Strong 
Newberry), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 
1921; liE Miracelocs Catch (Translated by John 
Strong Newberry), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921; T^e Lament of the Soldiers (Trans- 
lated by John Strong Newberry), Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, September, 1921; The Return (Translated by 
John Strong Newberry), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921; Louis Eleventh, Curious Man 
(Translated by John Strong Newberry), Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, September, 1921. 

Fortesque, Thalia. fA Night, Lincoln Lore, December, 1921. 

Fosher, Mahlon Leonard. The Soul Stilled, The Lyric, January. 

Foss, C. H, WoMENjITAe Poet and Philosopher, January. 

Foster, Jeanne Robert. John Butler Yeats, New York Times, 
Februaiy 6. 

Fowler, J. L. (Mrs). A Summer Scene, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Francis, Martin. The Unknown Soldier, The Catholic World, 
January. 

Frasier, Scottie McKenzie. The Call to the Writer, The 
American Poetry Magazine, February; The Peacock# 
The American Poetry Magazine, June; I Shall Wait, 
The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Old 
Perfume, The Nomad, Spring, 1922. 

Frazee-Bower, Helen. Oh ip the Spring Should Come! Voices, 
A Journal of Verse Spring; Boys, Unity, June 1; Night 
AND THE Sea, The Lyric West, December, 1921; 
Age, The Freeman, July 12; Ultimate, The Lyric West, 
December, 1921; A Song op Diligence, Contemporary 
Verse, May; Roads, The Liberator, August, 1921; The 
Newsboy, The Liberator, November, 1921; The Prtma 
Donna, The Liberator, August, 1921; Sea-Gulls, The 
Liberator, August, 1921; Treason, The Granite Monthly, 
May; Housewife’s Lament, AlTs Well, March; Night 
Silence, The Lyric West, February; Autumn, The 
American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Mt Guts, 
Harper* s Magazine, June; Three Sisters, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Spring; Thise Things Will Live, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring. 

Freeburg, Victor Oscar. The Rubies op Cleopatra, The Double 
Dealer, July. 

Freed, M. Elizabeth. Queries, The Poet and Philosopher, 
January. 

Freeman, Joseph. The Dancers, The Idherator, April; Ds 
Peofundis, The Liberator, April; Fantasia, The Liberator, 

28S 



Apnl; Rbvoltjtioxaht Prelude, The Liberator, April; 
Pastoral, The Liberator, April; Love at Daw, The 
Liberator, April; Don Giovanni, The Liberator, January; 
Nocturne, The Liberator, July; Love, The Liberator, 
February; A Sonnet for Poets, The Liberator, December, 
Songs for a Lady, The Liberator, September, 1921; 
Sonnet, The Nation, October 12, 1921; Regression, 
The Bookman, October, 1921. 

Freeman, Mary E. Willdns. The Vase, CoTdem'porary Verse, 
July; The Prisoner, Contemporary Verse, July. 

Freeman, Jr., Mason A. Epigrams, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; The Way, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; The Triple Shroud, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; From the Vbdic, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August 1921; Once More, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921. 

Freeman, Robert. Wht.^ The Christian Century, March. 16. 

Freneh, Louise. Sleep (Translated from the Suvse of Statius), 
The University of California Chronicle, July. 

Frippe, EthoUe lone. Ships, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Februa^; September Sunshine, The American Poetry 
Magazitte, Autumn, 1921. 

Frost, Robert. Paul’s Wipe, The Century Magazine, November, 
1921, Maple, The Yale Review, October, 1921; The Witch 
of Coos, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, Janua^. 

Frye, Nellie Dodge. The Winding Road, The Granite Monthly, 
May; Rebirth, The Granite Monthly, March. 

Fujita, Jun. Poem, The Wave, June. 

Fujiwara (1736'-1811). Autumn Repletions (Translated from 
the Japanese by Madan YuMo Ozaki), The Freeman, 
November 9, 1921. 

Gaillard, Peyre. June Song, The American Poetry Magazine, 
June. 

Galahad, Joseph Andrew. Sic Passim, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, October, 1921; Argosy, Contemporary V&rse, August, 
1921; A Mood, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; Easter, 
Contemporary Verse, April; Isolde, The Lyric West, 
February; Inter Nos, The American Poetry M^azine, 
February; Sonnet to a Little Shaver (To OUie), The 
Afnerican Poetry Magazine, February; Long White Roads, 
The Lyric West, December, 1921; No Roses, The Lyric 
West, December, 1921; To the Star op Song, The Lyric 
West, May; Challenge, The Step Ladder, June; Triumph, 
The Bookman, December, 1921; A Poet’s Creed, Con- 
temporary Verse, July; Pat to the Order op * 

Contemporary Verse, July; Episode, Contemporary Verse, 
July; Mile Two, Contemporary Verse, January, 
le, 2Sona. Half Thought, The Lyric West, December, 1921; 
Beloved, it is Daybreak on the Hills, The Lyric West, 
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December, 1921; Here is the Love (Tribute to Edwin 
Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, 
June; North Star (News Notes of Portage, Wisconsin), 
The Bookman, September, 1921; Kilbubn Road (News 
Notes of Portage, Wisconsin), The Bookman, October, 1921; 
The Violin (News Notes of Portage, Wisconsin), The 
Bookman, August, 1921; Come on! The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Gallagher, Marie Suicide, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; Tristbzza, 
The Pagan, Octobei^November, 1921; Species Homo, 
The Pagan, October-November, 1921; Will to Live, 
The Pagan, August-September, 1921; Shadow Tree, 
The Pagan, August-September, 1921. 

Gallatin, Neal. Astral Stones, The Lync West, February; My 
Talisman, Tempo, Autumn, 1921 

Gallivant, Robin. Voice op the Dust, The Fugitive, June; The 
Valley of the Dragon, The Fugitive, Jime; The Tiger 
Woman, The Fugitive, June; The House of the Sun, 
The Fugitive, June; Teach Mb, The Fugitive, June. 

Gard, Wa3me- Dreamer to Dreamer (To John Reams), The 
' American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Garman, A. D. Une Nuit, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Garnett, Louise Ayres. The Latchstring, Contemporary Verse, 
December, 1921; John Burroughs, Contemporary Verse, 
December, 1921; Tree-Dreams, Contem^rary Verse, 
December, 1921; Moons, Contemporary Verse, December, 
1921; Gwinb Up Ter Heab'n, The Outlook, April 12; 
Fishcst’, The Outlook, February 8; The Sisters, The 
Outlook, August 31, 1921; Remembrance, Contemporary 
Verse, December, 1921; Night-Song, Contempwary Verse, 
June, TmsEE-ScoRE-AND-TEN, AlTs Well, April; Slow en 
East, The OutLook, April 12; Ain’t Got Time Ter Tarry, 
Contemporary Verse, June; EVywhars Dat Anybody 
Knows, The Outlook, April 12; He Ploughs the Fields 
(Tribute to Edwin Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), 
The Step Ladder, June; The Mother, Edict, August, 1921; 
The Door, The Outlook, March 15. 

Garrison, Theodosia. Prophets, The Normd, Summer, 1922; 
The Penitent, The Lyric, August, 1921; A Host in 
Gallilbe, The Lyric, IHarch; New Year’s Eve, Every^ 
hody*s, January; Seventy and Twenty (Tribute to Edwin 
Marliam on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, 
June. 

Gary, Louise M. Field Song, The Reviewer, June. 

Gates, AUene. The Valedictorian, The Lyric West, June. 

Gavin, John H. Immortalitt, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; 
Creeds, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May. 

Geddes, Virgil. Sparrows, The Pagan, August-^ptember, 1921; 
Faith, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; To a Chusteisb 
Laundryman, The Pagan, Octobei^November, 1921; 
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To A Fountain’', The Pagan, December, 1921, January; 
Winds, The Lyric West, January; Old Woman, The 
Nomad, Summer, 1922; Paul Gauguin to His Wife, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Valley op 
Slew Gkass, The Lyric West, March. 

Gershon, Gladys. Climax, The Liberator, August, 1921; Inter- 
val, The Liberator, August, 1921. 

Gessler, Clifford Franklin. The Villager Sings, The Survey 
Graphic, May. 

Gessler, Gertrude Enid. Triolet, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April. 

Gidlow, Elsa. Declaration, The Liberator, August, 1921; The 
Poet, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Before Sleep, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921. 

Gibson, Lydia. The Beggar, The Measure, December, 1921; 
Not With Bright Poppies, The Measure, December, 1921 ; 
Plunder, The Measure, December, 1921; Wisdom, The 
Liberator, July; Tahitian Holiday, The Liberator, May; 
Poems, The Liberator, February; Trees in Winter, The 
Liberator, February; Sonnet, The Liberator, March; 
Never Enslaved, The Liberator, April; The Golden 
Childbbn, The Liberator, October, 1921. 

Gifford, Franklin Kent. Exploitation, The Liberator, October, 
1921, 

Gilbert, Ellen Frances. Question, The OudooJc, March 8. 

Gilbert, Morris. About Time, The Liberator, August, 1921; 

Prediction, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July. 

Gilchrist, Helen Ives. Homesteaders, ScribneVs Magazine, 
December, 1921. 

Gilchrist, Mane Emilie. Dawn Wind, The Lyric West, April; 
To the Borrowing Kind, The Lyric West, April; Old 
Window Panes, The Measure, March; A Stolen March, 
The Measure, March. 

Gilmore, Louis. Nocturne, The Double Dealer, April; Inter- 
mezzo, The Wave, February; Occidentale, The Wave, 
February; Agatha, The Double Dealer, October, 1921; 
In the Patio, The Double Dealer, February. 

Giltinan, Caroline. Transformed, The Boston Transcript; 
T^e Builder, The Boston Transcript; Spring, The Lyric, 
May; Debs Dominicab Passionis, Alexandria Gazette, 
Apinl 14. 

Ginsberg, Louis. Fob Sale, Newark News, December 9, 1921; 

To Fire, Pearson's Magazine, January. 

Gitlow, Ben. Stone, The Ltb^ator, March. 

Glaenzer, Kichard Butler. The Guest, The Lyric, June. 

Going, Charles Buxton. Magic of the Moon, Munsey's Maga- 
zine, April. 

Gold, Midiael. End of the Week, The Liberator, April. 
Goldbeck, Cecil Hamilton. Ebleasb, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921. 
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Golding, Louis. Ftjll of Latjghtee, Poetry , A Magazine of 
Verse, July. 

Goll, Ralph E. Kokomo Arrajcned, The Liberator, June. 

Goodfellow, Peter. Sadie, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 
1921. 

Goodrich, Constance. Of This Last Night, The Measure, 
December, 1921. 

Goodman, Blanche. Threnody, The Freeman, May 3. 

Goodman, Charles. Autumn Rain, The Lyric West, September, 
1921; Forget-Me-Nots, The Lyric West, September, 1921. 

Gordon, Armistead G. ** We Return No More” (Greek Chorus), 
The Lyric, October, 1921. 

Gorman, Herbert S. The Last Fire, The Outlook, July 12. 

Gould, Wallace. Matin, The Dial, May ; The Game, The Dial, 
May; Two Greek Heads, The Dial, March 

Graham, Gladys Wihnot. Candles, The Lyric West, July- 
August. 

Grannis, Anita. A Fillet op Thorn, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, November, 1921. 

Graves, Robert. The Philosophers, HarpeVs Magazine, May; 
The Red Ribbon Dream, The New Republic, March 8; 
Christmas Eve, The New Republic, December 18, 1921. 

Gray, Eunice T. A College Dance, The Lync West, June; The 
Agitator, The Lyric West, December, 1921. 

Gray, Philip. June Scherzo, The Lyric West, Jime. 

Graydon, Mice A. June, The Magnificat, June. 

Grebanier, Bernard D. Movebient from a Tschaikowsky 
Symphony, The Pagan, December, 1921, January; A 
Chopin Etude, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Gregory, Odin. T W Feast, AlTs Well, March; The Welding, 
AIT 3 Well, February; Fimina, AWs Well, April; “1917,” 
AWs Wdl, January; The Apostle, AlTs Well, December, 
1921; Spindrift, AVIs Well, November, 1921. 

Green, Emma, It May be That Some One Over the Way, 
The Living Church, April 22; Time to Thin Your Teoubies 
Out, Guide, AprQ; Late Spring in the South, Guide, 
April; A Snow Storm Near Lak e Michigan, The 
American Poetry Magazine, April; They Are Burning 
Over Old Meadow-Lands, The American Poetry Magor 
zine, April. 

Greenhood, David. A Psalm for Cathleen Ni Hooiihan, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Liberty, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, May; XcANDSCape The^ Measure, 
January. 

Griffith, William. Adrift, AlTs Wdl, February; View-Halloo, 
AWs Wdl, October, 1921; Vista, AWs Wdl, December. 
1921; Sonnet, AWs Well, February; Novtuatb, The 
Lyric, November, 1921; Train Lost, The Double Dealer, 
August-^eptemb^, 1921; The Garret of Dbea3is, The 
Double Dealer, February. 
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Griswold, Isabel Winslow. Chicago’s Municipal Peer, Edict, 
August, 1921. 

Grokowsky, David. Emptiness, The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Guthrie, Ramon. La Peele de L’Egee, Paris Review, January. 

H., M. D Relief, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; 
Promise, The Pagan, Augurt-September, 1921. 

Haardt, Sara. White Violets, The Bookman, January. 

Hackett, Catherine Isabel. I Would Not Grow Old, Scribner * s 
M agazine, May. 

Hadley, Florence Jones. Just be Glad, The Magnificat, July; 
Building a Home, The Magnificat, June; The Dat is 
Done, The Magnificat, May; Make-Believes, The 
Magnificat, April; We Go Tms Way But Once, The 
Magnificat, March; Tomorrow, The Magnificat, February; 
God’s Peace, The Magnificat, July; Trustinq, The 
Magnificat, Jdy; Bubbles, The Magnificat, July. 

Hagedom, Hermann. The Bad The OuUooh, September 

7, 1921; The Visionary, The Otdlook, September 7, 1921; 
The Quarrel, The Ovtlooh, September 7, 1921; The 
Bad Lands, The Oudook, September 7, 1921; The Texas 
Cowboy, The Outlook, September 7, 1921; The Ex- 
CowpuNCHBR, The Oudook, September 7, 1921; The 
*‘Busted” Town, The Outlook, September 7, 1921; 
The Argonauts, The Oudook, September 7, 1921; Dawn, 
The Oudook, September 7, 1921; Digby, The Outlook, 
December 14, 1921; The Chicken, The New Republic, 
November 9, 1921. 

Hager,^ Alice Rogers. Cyclamen (BLachiojo), The Lyric West, 
October, 1921; A Shrine in Ueno, The Lyric West, 
October, 1921; XJme No Eh (The Plum Tree), The Lyric 
West, October, 1921; Shadows, The Lyric West, October, 
1921. 

HaigbjWosuf. Pelicans, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Hall, Amanda Benjamin. Growth, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; Dolce Far Nientb, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; “Go Tell the Baker Selling Buns,” Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Winter; A Dancer Dies, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Winter; “To be Sung With Sim- 
PiuciTT,” The Smart Set, April, Growth, Contemporary 
Verse, May; Joe Tinker, Contemporary Verse, October, 
1921; Johnny Dick, The Literary Remew, New York 
Evening Post, April 29; The Buds Have Blossomed, 
Contemporary Verse, May. 

BhilL'^BoIton. Doubt, AITs Well, September, 1921. 

Hall,^Carolyn. Young Simon Peter, The Measure, February; 
Husbandry, The Measure, September, 1921. 

Hall Fred. Mt Ship and I, Lincoln Lore, February. 

Hail,^Hazel. Your Audience, The Measure, February; New 
Spring, The Lyric, June; Echoes of Her, The Jjync West, 
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June; A Late Passbe, The Lyric West; On the Stheet, 
The Lyric West, June; He Ran Past, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; And Either Wat, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; White Birches, The Bookman, November, 
1921; Passers — The Patrician, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; A IVIan Goes By, The New Republic, 
November 9, 1921 ; Matiiritt, The New Republic, March 8; 
He Walks With His Chin in the Air, The New Republic, 
March 29; Incidental, The New Republic, June 21; 
Disputed Tread, The Nation, January 25; Walkers at 
Dusk, ^ The Step Ladder, March; A Passer, The New 
Republic, March 8; Walkinq, Contemporary Verse, May; 
Mt Song That Was a Sword, The Granite Monthly, 
February; Crowds (Duplicated in the Magazine) The 
Liberator, February; At the Corner, The Liberator, 
March; Crowds, The Liberator, December, 1921; Bracken, 
The Reviewer, July. 

Hall, R, Merton. A Reoutesi, Munsey*s Magazine, February. 

Haller, Malleville. Old Mr. So-and-So, The Nation, May 17. 

Hamilton, Ann. Peter, The Nation, February 15; Susie, The 
Nation, December 7, 1921; Sonnet, The Nation, November 
30, 1921; Loneliness, The Nation, July 5; Pause, The 
Nation, April 5. 

Hamilton, Davis Osborne. Beauty in Fourth Street, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; Te Deum, Poetry, 

A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; The Idiot, Poetry, 

A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; OuR Time, Poetry, 

A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; The Circlb, The 

Measure, December, 1921; Entreaty, The Measure, 
Decemb^, 1921. 

Hammond, Eleanor. Phantoms, The Lyric West, November, 
1921; Sky Scape, The Lyric West, November, 1921; 
An Old Italian Aria, The Lyric West, September, 1921; 
The Opal, Contemporary Verse, February; Sometimes, 
Contemporary Verse, February; The Bond, Contemporary 
Verse, February. 

Hammond, Josephine. The Parapet, The Personalist, January. 

Hancock, La Touche. So Would You. The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn 1921; Moods and Seasons, Leslies^ 
Illustrated Weekly, November 5, 1921. 

Hansen, Mabel Eveljm. Your Neighbor's Heart. The American 
Poetry Magazine, April. 

Hardin, Charlotte. The Gordian Fjstot, The Liberator, August, 
1921; Eiders in the Dust, The Double Dealer, August- 
September, 1921. 

Harding, Maude Burbank, Low Tide, Contemporary Verse, 
August, 1921. 

Hardy, Thomas. The Two Houses, The Dial, August, 1921; 
An Ancient to Ancients, The Century^ Magazine, May; 
The Haunting Fingers (A fantasy in a Museum of 
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Musical Instruments), The Nev) Republic, December 21 
1921. 

Harper, Isabel Westcott. “To Eveby Man a Penny,*' Scribner * s 
M agazine, February. 

Harris, Florence. Silence, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter. 

Harris, Hazel Harper. CABtrso, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February 

Harrison, Freeman. Golden Mystery, Ainslee's, Jiuie. 

Haruko Saigo. No Reservation (Translated from the Japanese 
by Madam Yukio Ozald), The Freeman, December 7, 1921; 
A Splendid Sm (Translated from the Japanese by Madam 
Yukio Ozaki), The Freeman, December 7, 1921. 

Harwood, Ruth. Always and Always, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse; Sttpremacy, The Lyric West, December, 1921; 
Making Little Clothjejs, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Tee Shoe Factory, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March. 

Haste, Gwendolen. The Drylander*s Daughter, The Lyric 
West, March; Hoi^yhocks, The Lyric West, March; The 
Stoic, The Lyric West, October, 1921; The Guardians, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; Aileen, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, February; Portrait, The Pagan, 
August-September, 1921; Horizons, The Lyric West, 
March. 

Hawkins, Mrs. E. N. Aeroplane, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921. 

Hawthorne, Hildegarde. The Years, Like Torches, Flare 
AND Fade (Tribute to Edwin Markham on his Seventieth 
Birthday), The Step Ladder, June. 

Hayes, William Edward. The Fall, The American Poetry 
Magazine, October, 1921. 

Hayne, William Hamilton. The Old Arm Chair, Munsey^s 
Magazine, April; The Giant Tree, McClure * s Magazine, 
March; The Great Game, Munsey^s Magazine, January; 
My Lady*s Eyes, Munsey*s Magazine, June. 

Haynes, Carol. Aunt Seuna, Harper*s Magazine, March; 
Love Song From the Japanese, Harper*s Magazine, 
July; On the Train, Harper * s Magazine, January. 

Hazeltine, Burton. Poem, The Step Ladder, November, 1921* 

Heartt-Dryfus, Estelle. Acacia Branches, The Lyric West, 
September, 1921; Gratitude, The Lyric West, September, 
1921. 

Heath, W. M. The Voice, The Lyric West, July-August, 1921; 
Life, The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Heine, Heinrich. Moon-Magic (Translated by Leonard Doughty), 
The Texas Review, Apii; To a Child (Translated by 
Leonard Doughty), The Texas Renew, April; The Lyre 
(Translated by L^nard Doughty), The Texas Review, 
April; To One Unborn (Translated by Leonard Doughty), 
The Texas Review, April; The Home Coming — (Translated 
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by Leonard Doughty), The Texas Rev^iew, April, The 
Mattkess-Gra.vb (Translated by Leonard Doughty;, 
The Texas Review, April; Comradeship (Translated by 
Leonard Doughty), The Texas Review, April; The Shep- 
herd Lad (Translated by Leonard Doughty), The Texas 
Review, April; Poet Laureate (Translated by Leonard 
Doughty), The Texas Review, April; LoEEiiEi(Translatedby 
Leonard Doughty), The Texas Remew, April; Ich Liebe See 
(Translated by Leonard Bounty), The Texas Remew, 
April; Queen Mart (Translated by Leonard Doughty), 
The Texas Review, April; Sentdcbntalitt (Translated 
by Leonard Doughty), The Texas Remew, April; Horns 
OF Efland (Translated by Leonard Doughty), The 
Texas Review, April; The Message (Translated by 
Leonard Doughty), The Texas Review, April; Palm 
AND Pine (Translated by Leonard Doughty), The Texas 
Review, April; The Sdkhde's Grave (Translated by 
Leonard Doughty), The Texas Review, April; He and 
She (Translated by Leonard Doughty), The Texas Review, 
April; Once on a Time (Translated by Leonard Doughty), 
The Texas Review, ApnI. 

Heller, Helen West. First and Last, The American Poetry 
Magasdne, Autumn, 1921; Tomorrows, The Midland, 
A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; Bees, 
The Measure, ^ptember, 1921; Intbubition, The Midland, 
A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; Wednesday 
Week, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, 
August, 1921; The Two of Them Don't Make a Farmer, 
The Pagan, December, 1921, January; Words, The 
Pagan, October-November, 1921. 

Heller, Samuel. From Offenbach, The American Poetry 
Magazine, June. 

Helman, Bebecca. Thos Comforter, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; When Mother Sings, The Country Bard, 
Winter; Kteuelub, The Country Bard, Spring; At Dawn, 
The Country Bard, Summer; One Library, The Step 
Ladder, July. 

Hemingway, Ernest M. Ultimatelt, The Double Dealer, June. 

Henderson, Anne. The Hope-Chest, The Nation, March 22. 

Henderson, Daniel FRiEamsHiP, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; Snow Fantasy, The Bookman, March; Snow 
Trajes, The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
January 28, 

Henderson, Jessie. Heigh-Ho, Romance, Aindeds, March; 
When Bboadwat Was a Little Lane, Ainsleds, 
February. 

Henderson, Rose. Trees, The Independeni, May 13; In tbce 
Park, The Is/ric West, June. 

Henry, Edna G. Fdhs, The American Poe^ Magadns, June; 
Gone, The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; 
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One Day, Lincoln Lore, December, 1931; Trees Walking, 
The Lyric West, March, 

Hepburn, E. MacAIister. The Dancer, The Lyric West, 
May, 

Herendeen* Anne. Shop-Talk, The Liberator, February; The 
Stranger, The Liberator, February; They — The 
Liberator, December, 1931; Madame La Guerre, The 
Liberator, September, 1921; Comrade Levy, The Liberator, 
September, 1931; Revolution, The Liberator, September, 
1931; A Wipe, The Liberaior, October, 1931. 

Herron, Edna. Patience, The Poet and Philosopher, January. 
Hess, Maud Hogue. The Cabin, The Lyric West, May. 
Heyward, Du Bose. Matins, Poetry, A Magamne of Verse, April; 
Edgar Allen Poe, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
Dusk, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse: The Mountain 
Graveyard, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 1931; 
The Mountain Girl, Cordemporaiy Verse, April; 
Charleston Poems, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
The Autumn, Everybody's, November, 1931. 

Heyward, Janie Screven. Autumn Leaves, The Step Ladder, 
June; Star-Dreams, The Step Ladder, May; At Bed-Time, 
The Step Ladder, May; To One Beloved, The Step Ladder, 
May. 

Hibbel, Bertha C. You, The Pagan, October-November, 1931. 
Hickey, Agnes M. Little Leaves, The New York Sun, November 
4, 1931; Fairt Flag Paenters, The New York Sun 
October 19, 1931; Alone, The Paraclete, May. 

Hickey, Emily, Behold Your King, The Catholic World, April. 
Higgins, J. Lee. Old Channels and Wharves, The Pagan, 
October-November, 1931. 

Hill, Esther Clark. The Fog, The Lyrio West, April, McClure's 
Magazine, July. 

BKll, Florence H. Compensation, The Magnificat, Sdiy, 

Hill, Frank Ernest. Snow Water, The New Republic, January 18; 
High Mountains, The Measure, October, 1931; Clouds, 
The Measure, June. 

Hillman, Carolyn. Wild Geese, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer. 

Hillman, Gordon Malherbe. Gypsies, Munsons Magazine, 
November, 1931; Poets, The Smart Set, October, 1931; 
Garlands,^ Skadowland, August, 1931; Sea Roads, 
The Christian Science Monitor, January 10; Aerican 
Harbor, Skadowland, May; Rio db Janeiro, The Christian 
Science Monitor, November 13; The First Command, 
The Open Road, September, 1931; Persian Gulp, The 
Christian Scwnce Monitor, October 14; Northern Blood, 
The Christian Science Monitor, December 15, 1931; 
Harlequinade, Telling Tales, March; A Mobayshirb 
Lilt, Motion Picture Classic, March; If Winter Combs, 
The Granite Monthly, October, 1931. 
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BQUs, Gertrude. To a Strangeb, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer. 

Hillyer, Robert Silliman. Interval, The Lyric, August, 1921; The 
Hills Give Promise, The Lyric, February; Suspense, 
The New Republic, January 18; For Maisteb Geoffrey 
Chaucer, The OutLooh, July 19; Threnody, The Boohnan, 
November, 1921; Elegy on a Dead Mermaid Washed 
Ashore at Plymouth Rock:, The New Republic, April 5; 
Intimacy, Ainslee’s, May; Eveiong (Translated from the 
Danish, of Bemhs^d Severin Ingemann), American-Scan-' 
dinavian Review, March; Largo, Ainslee^s Magazine, Sep- 
tember, 1921; The Two Twilights, Ainslee's Magazine, 
August, 1921; The Treadmill, Life, December, 1921; 
Ethics, Life, Augi^t 5, 1921; ‘‘Her Own Shall Bless 
Her, ” Boston Evening Transcript, January 28; Invocation, 
Ainslee's, April. 

Ho Chih-chang (bom 659 A.D.). Return-Home Writing 
(Translated from the Chinese by Albion N. Fellows and 
T. Y. Leo), The Measure, June. 

Hogan, Mamie Lahey. The Old Seth Thomas, The Poet and 
Philosopher, September, 1921, 

Holbrook, Weare. Ergo Tam Doct^, Propertius* HE, xxiii. 
The Lyric West, September, 1921; The Drifter's Wife, 
The Lyric West, February; Risus Eram Positis, Proper- 
tius: in, XXV, The Lyric West, September, 1921; Pacis 
Amor Deus, The Lyric West, January. 

Holden, Raymond. Spring Building, The Measure, July; 
Night Above the Tree Line, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, June. 

Holladay, Helen H. Vanity, The Lyric West, April. 

Holland, Laura Grant. Summer, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921. 

Hollis, Barbara. To a Little Ship, Harper’s Magazine, March; 
In Appreciation op Tea, Ainslee’s, April. 

Holmes, John Haynes. Good Men, The Nation, October 26, 
1921. 

Holt, Guy. She for Whom the Leopard was Slain, The 
Reviewer, December, 1921. 

Hopkins, Frances Case. When I am Dead, The American Poetry 
Magadne, February. 

Horton, Edith. My Kitchen, The Sewanee Review, October- 
December, 1921. 

Housman, Laurence. Death of Day, Harper’s Magazine, July. 

Houston, G. d’A. Hidden, The Pagan, August-September, 1921. 

Houston, Margaret Belle. Memory, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921. 

Howat, Helen. Challenge, The Lyric West, September, 1921, 

Howe, Nancy Lee. Blue-Bird Timb, The Lyric West, April. 

Howe, Susanne. To M. A. S., The Measure, February; Tumble- 
weed, The Measure, February. 
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Howell, Editlia. The Return, The Lyric Weet, October, 1921 . 

Howes, Grace Clementine. From the Desert, Leslie * s Illustrated 
Weekly, November 5, 1921; Rosemary and Rue, Fort 
Worth Record, April 24; The Runaways, The New York 
Sun, November 22, 1921; The Tree, American Forestry, 
October, 1921; Indian Starlight, New York Sun, August 
25, 1921; Faith, The Woman's World, March; Mid- 
Winteb, The New York Sun, January 14; Winter Dawn, 
The Woman's World, January; The Summons, The New 
York Sun, December 23, 1921; Western Autumn, The 
New York Sun, October 19, 1921; The Desert liocK, 
The New York Sun, October 8, 1921; The Sailor's Child, 
St Nicholas, September, 1921; The Trail, The New York 
Sun, August 25, 1921. 

Hoji:, Helen Underwood, Pla.ce Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; Then First it Was, The Double Dealer, April; 
We Never Left Our Love Unsaid, The New Re'public, 
January 18; My Own Song, The Pictorial Review, March; 
Mummy, The Double Dealer, August-September, 1921; Red 
Ribbon, The Bookman, March. 

Hubbard, George Henry. A Christmas Wish, The Granite 
Monthly, December, 1921. 

Hubbell, Martha M. F. Mother Thoughts, The Outlook, 
May 10. 

Hughes, Mary Rain, Contemporary Verse, June. 

Hughes, Richard, Dirge, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 
1921; The Horse Trough, The Bookman, July, The 
Moonlit Journey, The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, November 5, 1921. 

Hughes, Russell Meriwether. The Return, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921. 

Hu^enot, Stephen. Possession, The Wave, January. 

Huiginn, E. J. V. Santa’s Visit, Salem Evening News, December 
24, 1921; The Mistletoe, Salem Evening News, December 
so, 1921; Jean, Salem Evening News, November SO, 1921; 
The Rose, Salem Evening News, November 3, 1921; 
Little Lassie, Salem Evening News, January 24; Life, 
Salem Evening News, December 23, 1921; The Vase 
AND the Rose, Salem Evening News, May. 

Hummel, Edna Logan. Abbxttus! The Qraniie MorMy, May; 
My Wipe’s Roses, The American Poetry Magazine, June. 

Humphries, Rolfe. February, The Lyric West, February; 
Eternal Recurrence, The Liberator, January. 

Hutchinson, Mary K. Lights and Shadows, The Poet and 
Philosopher, September, 1921. 

Hutchison, Hazel Collister. Caesura, The Double Dealer, Jime; 
Dawn in Eagle Stbejbt, All's WeU, December, 1921; 
Autumn Arabesque, AWs WeU, March. 

Hyatt, Jr., Jack. The Beggar, The Lyric West, April. 

Hyatt, Lucy. On Flanders Field, The Couribiy Bard, Spring, 
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I., M. SEA-QuEE^^, The Catholic Worlds May. 

Inman, Arthur Crew. Coltobine Dances, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Autumn, 1921; The Watcher at the Bow, 
Contemporary Verse, July; The Wall-Paper Witch, The 
Boston Transcript; Paths Across the Sea, The Freeman, 
July 12; Biter Song, Contemporary Verse, July; The 
Spinster, The Boston Transcript; The Tryst, Tempo, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Irving, Minna. An Othello op the Sea, Munsey's Magadne 
May. 

Jackson, Sarah. Day Dreams, The Granite Monthly, July. 

Janson, Ellen Margaret. The Unknown, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, January; Night en the City, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, January; Incense Smoke, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, January; Scherzo, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January; Tetst, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; 
Sonnet, The^ Measure, June; Loneliness, The Norik 
American Redew, January; Inscrdption on a Gate, Con- 
temporarg Verse, November, 1921; Apathy, Contemporary 
Verse, November, 1921; Moon-Set, Contemporary Verse, 
November, 1921. 

Javis, Alexander. Last Movement — Tsch.ukovskt’s “Pathb- 
TiQiTE,” The Pagan, August-September, 1921. 

Jellette, Anne. The Rainbow, Ainslee*s, July; The Aipuction, 
Ainslee^s, February; Environment, Ainslee^s, January. 

Jenkins, Oliver. Spring Fear, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Conven- 
tion, Voices, A Joumd of Verse, Autumn, 1921; To a 
Debxjtai^te, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Ingrati- 
tude, The Lyric, October, 1921; Night Scene, The Lyric, 
February; Awakening, The Jj^c West, January; Home- 
Coming, The Lyric West, January. 

Jennings, Amy S. Protest, The Measure, May; Mutation, 
The Measure, May. 

Jennings, Leslie Nelson. We Come from Babel, The New 
Republic, November 23, 1921; Blindman, The Outlook, 
May 24; I^oenix, The Nation, November 9, 1921; 
Cowardice, The New Republic, July 26; Interim, The 
New Republic, November 2, 1921; Gifts, T e Lyric, June; 
After Sonnet Making, AWs Well, September, 1921; 
From the Sky-Places, The Smart Set, April. 

Jenny, Florence G. To April, Contemporary Verse, March; 
To Spring, Contemporary Verse, March. 

Jessup, Frederika Peterson. Chaldean Song, The Freeman, 
February 15. 

Jewell, Hugh. My Old Home, The New Pen, April-May. 

Jewett, Eleanore Myers. Ballade, The Catholic October, 

1921; Sorrow's House, The Catholic World, April. 

Johnson, Arthur. The Antique Shop, Scribner’s Magazine, 
March. 
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Jolmson, Georgia Douglas. Mbasubb, The Crisis, June. 

Johnson, Josephine. Silence and Soutude, The Lyric, April, 
The Level Wat, The Lyric, July; Renunciation, The 
Lyric, October, 1921; On the Bridge, The Lync, Novem- 
ber, 1921; Presence, The Lyric, January. 

Johnston, Mary. Virginiana, The Reviewer, February. 

Jolas, Eugene. The Peasant, The Liberator, April. 

Jonas, Rosalie M. Their Secret, Barker's Magazine, November, 
1921. 

Jones, Archer G. Deity, The Remewer, March. 

Jones, E Clement. New England BuRTrNG-GROUND, The Yale 
Review, January; Interlude in the Antique Mode, 
The Yale Remew, July. 

Jones, Howard Munoford. The Last Ride of Don Quixote, 
University of California Chronicle, July; The Poet of the 
Mississippi on Lake Michigan, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April; To a Jazz Dancer, All's Well, August, 
1921. 

Jones, Leah Durand. The Winds op March, The Christian 
Century, March 9 

Jones, Louise. When Love is Gone, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, April 

Jones, Ralph Mortimer. Mary, The Christian Century, March 9; 
Prater, The Christian Century, June 15. 

Jones, Ruth Lambert. Smoke, Ladies^ Home Journal, August, 
1921. 

Jones, Jr , Thomas S. The Revelation, The Boston Transcript, 
February 4; Saint Oran, The Boston Transcript, February 2. 

Jorgensen, Johannes *‘The Plants Stand Silent Round Me” 
(Translated by Robert Silliman HiUyer), The American’- 
Scandinavian Review, February. 

Josephson, Mathew. Four Etudes, Broom, May. 

K., J. Avb Maria, Gratia Plenis, The Pagan, August-Septem- 

ber, 1921; Quasi Adagio (To P ), The Pagan, October- 

November, 1921; Choice (To B—— ), The Pagan, De- 
cember, 1921, January; Salut (To L — — ), Ths Pagan, 
December, 1921, January. 

Kauffman, Reginald Wright. Fob the Critics, The Outlook, 
August 10, 1921; T&s Price, Ainslee*s, February. 

Kawada, Jun. Transmuted (Translated from the Japanese by 
Madam Yukio Ozaki), The Freeman, November 9, 1921; 
Is’t Possible (Translated from the Japanese by Madam 
Yuldo Ozaki), The Freeman, November 9, 1921; Memory 
(Translated from the Japanese by Madam Yukio Ozaki), 
The Freeman, November 9, 1921; Fate (Translated from 
the Japanese by Madam Yukio Ozaki;, The Freeman, 
November 9, 1921; Threatened (Translated from the 
Japanese by Madam Yukio Ozaki), The Freeman, Novem- 
ber 9, 1921. 
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Keeley, Dorothy. On the Wings, Poetry , A Magazine of Verse^ 
January. 

Keene, Erwin F. Constantinople, The Granite Monthly, Novem- 
ber, 1921. 

Keene, Meta Fuller. Recompense, The Country Bard, Summer^ 
Autumn, 1921; My Garden, The Country Bard, Sprmg, 
CoMiLiDESHip, The Country Bard, Spring; Winter Revert, 
The Country Bard, Winter. 

Kelley, Katherme Heame. The Queen’s Gift, The Magnificat, 
July. 

Kelly, Sarah Hammond. Fog, The Lyric West, January; Kath* 
LEEN, The Liberator, September, 1921. 

Kemp, Harry. Joses, the Brother of Jesus, The Christian 
Century, June 15; Cities of the World, Munseifs Maga- 
zine, July; Beethoven, Deaf, Munsey's Magazine, May; 
In a Quiet Heart, Munsey^s Magazine, April; Each 
Day’s Perfectness, Munsefs Magazine, March; To a 
New Poet, Munsey's Magazine, January. 

Kendrick, Lucile. The Lonely Child, Contemporary Verse, 
December, 1921; Iconoclast, Contemporary Verse, 
December, 1921; IVIadrina, Contemporary Verse, June; 
The Captive, Contemporary Verse, June; Prison Song, 
The Step Ladder, March; Parting Ways, The American 
Poetry Magazine, June. 

Kennedy, Charles W. Love Walked With ^Ie, Scribner's 
Magazine, October, 1921, 

Kennedy, James H. Two Made One, Munsey's Magazine, 
Jidy. 

Kennedy, Mary H. Invocation, The Magnificat, May; Peace, 
The Magnificat, February; As Oil Poured Out, The 
Magnificat, December, 1021. 

Kennedy, Thomas. Riddle, The Wave, January; An Old Street, 
The Wave, January; The Rug, The Wave, January; White 
Glory, The Wave, June. 

Kenyon, Bernice Lesbia. The Love Song, Scribner's Magamne, 
December, 1921; The Cheat, Contemporary Verse, 
October, 1921; October, Contemporary Verse, October, 
1921; Alter Ego, Contemporary Verse, May; Mat Sunday, 
Contemporary Verse, May; Palimpsest, The OuUook, 
May 17; Nocturne, The Outlook, July 26; Answer to a 
Tbodd Lover, The Oudook, October 5, 1921; Premonition, 
The Outlook, January 25; Homecoming in Storm, The 
Nation, September 21, 1921; The Enduring, The Nation, 
July 5; “Ip On The Morrow,” Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; In Winter, The Liberator, October, 1921; 
Unrest, The Liberator, October, 1921; PunLiTy, The 
Liberator, April; Portrait, The Outlook, November 23, 
1921; Ancsstet, The Liberator, December, 1921; Death 
Will Not Frighten Me, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Autumn, 1921; The Shore, Sunrise, Voices, A Journal 
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of Verse, Autumn, The Answeeing Heights, The Lyric 
West, March; White-Throat, The Lyric West, June. 

Kenyon, Doris. The Two Brides, Good Housekeeping, June. 

Kenyon, Theda. The BL^hnted House, Munsey*s Magazine, 
May. 

Keyes, Trances Parkinson. Roses, The Granite Monthly, October, 
1921. 

Kiefer, Edmund J. The Catholic World, April. 

Kilmer, Aline. A Guest Speaks, The Outlook, April 19; Light 
Lover, The Bookman, October, 1921. 

King, Gertrude. The Moon, The Jjiberator, October, 1921. 

Kingston, Irene McFadden. The Land op Afternoon, The 
Poet and Philosoj>her, January 

Kinsolving, Sally Bruce. Spring Voices, BalHmore American, 
May 5; The Road, BaUimcyre American; To the Statue 
OF Edgar Allen Poe, Baltimore American, May 11; 
Daffodils, Baltimore American, April 1; Prelude, 
Baltimore American, March 2; Adventure, The Reviewer, 
January. 

Kipling, Rudyard. A Ballade of Photographs (Original 
publication). The Wave, June. 

Kirk, Richard. **Feae Death? Contemporary Verse, September, 
1921; The Monotonous Year, Contemporary Verse, 
September, 1921; His Later Manner, Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921; On Weeding, Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921; Little Dust, Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921; Conundrum, The Step Ladder, 
July; Jane Horner, The Double Dealer, July; Apprecia- 
tion, The Double Dealer, July. 

Klemm, Wilhelm. Petals (Translated by Olive Sclarf), Broom, 
May, 

Kling, Joseph. Wish, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Wmter; 
Macabre, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter. 

Knipe, Bertha McE. Mart, The Lyric, June; The Walls of 
St Francis, The Lyric West, December, 1921. 

Knox, Florence Clay. Pity, Contemporary Verse, February; 
Apology, Contemporary Verse, February. 

Koenig, Myra Manning In the Desert, The American Poetry 
Magazine, June. 

Kosmak, Katherine L. By the Sea, Lincoln Lore, November, 
1921; Sunrise, Lincoln Lore, April. 

Kramer, Arthur J. After An Evening, The Wave, February. 

Kreymborg, Alfred. Bloom, The Dial, May; Pianissimo, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, July; Her Voice, The New Republic, 
May 3. 

Krikorian, Alice Sargent. A Dream of Mt. Kearsage, The 
Granite Monthly, February; The White Flower, The 
Granite Monthly, July. 

Kuhns, Grace Taylor. A Day’s Journey, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Our Friend, The Country Bard, 
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Summer-Autimm, 1921; “Unhidden/* The Country Bard, 
Winter; The Red Haw Tree, The Country Bard, Summer; 
A Gift of My Youth, The Country Bard, Spring, Jewels, 
The Country Bard, Winter; “Ross Unworthy/* The 
Country Bard, Winter; Playing Well His Part, The 
Country Bard, Winter; Alice, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Fidelity, The Country Bard, Winter. 

L., E. U. F. Passion Death, The Liberator, November, 1921; 
Dornrosc:hen, The Liberator, January 

L., M. The Story of Jacopone Da Todi, The Catholic World, 
March. 

Labaree, Mary Fleming. Blend Clay, The Nation, May 24. 

Laik, Regna. Little Jean, The Liberator, September, 1921; To 
My Husband, The Liberator, August, 1921. 

Lamb, Charles W. The Indian Face on the Limestone Cliff 
AT Ephriam, The American Poetry Magazine, April, The 
Bone Yard the Old Ships Rot at Sturgeon 

Bay, The American Poetry Magazine, April. 

Lamb, Esther Hill. To Piebeth — Gone, Alis Well, April. 

Langbridge, Rosamond. The White Moth, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, July; The Gentle Housewife, Poetry, A Maga^ 
zine of Verse, July. 

Langley, Allan Lincoln. New Worlds, The Liberator, October, 
1921. 

Laramore, Vivian Yeiser. Preference, The Double Dealer, 
December, 1921; Preparation, The Reviewer, January; 
Autumn, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921. 

Larkin, Margaret. Good-bye — to My Mother, Kansas City 
Star, 1921; The Returning, The Oread Magazine, Spring; 
Nikral, The Oread Magazine, Sjpring. 

Larsson, R. Ellsworth. At Dawn, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter. 

Latady, A. A Pastoral, The Nomad, Summer, 1922. 

Laurie, B. L. The End of a Great City, The New Pen, April- 
May. 

Law, R, H. Bridge and Moonlight, AWs Well, September, 1921. 

Lawless, Margaret H. The Bride of the Year, The American 
Poetry Magazine, June; Asleep in the Argonne Forest, 
The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; The 
Journey's End, St, Ardhony^s Messenger, 

Awakenings, St, Anthorvifs Messenger, November, 1921; 
An Ideal, Truth, March; The Pl^jnt of Haman, The 
Magnificat, July. 

Lawrence, Seabury, Poor Harlequin, Harper ^ s Magazine, April. 

Lawrence, Will An Idly Idyll, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; Song, The Country Bard, Summer; Lines 
TO A Violet, The Country Bard, Spring; The Leaves, The 
Country Bard, Winter; 30is’ Stjmmah! The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921. 
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Leach, Bert. Nostalgia, The American Poetry Maga:nne, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Lear, Althine Sholes. When the Brans Flt North, The Granite 
^ Monthly, March. 

Lechlitner, Ruth Naomi. To the Wild Bose, Contemporary 
Verse, November, 1921. 

Le Cron, Helen Cowles. Experience, Contemporary Verse, 
September, 1921; Marriage, Contemporary Verse, Sep- 
tember, 1921; The Home-Keepers, Contemporary Verse, 
September, 1921; The Bride Goes Marketing, Con- 
temporary Verse, September, 1921. 

Lee, Agnes. The Jilt, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 
1921; The Blunted Age, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921. 

Lee, Harry. Lights of Blackweli^ The Catholic World, July; 
Wintry Winds, The Catholic World, March; Bagdad, 
Everybody's , October, 1921; April, AinsWs, April; Gossip, 
Ainslee*3, June; A City Street, The Outlook, May 31; 
The EmsT Easter, The OuUook, April 12; Mary 
McGindry, The Outlook, July 29; Lilacs, The Outlook, 
November, 1921. 

Lee, Margery. Misunderstanding, The Pagan, December, 
1921, January; To a Man in a Bank, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921. 

Lee, Muna. San Cristobai^ The Double Dealer, July; The 
Flame-Trees, The Measure, June. 

Le Gallienne, Hesper. Return, Harper's Magazine, J^e. 

Le Gallieime, Richard. Gaudemus, Harper's Magazine, Sep- 
tember, 1921; A Ballade of Water Lilies, Harper's 
Magazine, July; The Magic Flower, Harper's Magazine, 
March; River Music, Munsey's Magazine, January; Far 
Away and Long Ago, Munsey's Magazine, February; 
Pax Americana, Munsey's Magazine, March; The For- 
tunate Voyage, Munsey's Magazine, March; Cosmic 
Friends, Munsey's Mc^azine, April; The Immortal 
Gods, Munsey's Magazine, May; To His Lady, With 
Country Flowers, Muns^'s Magazine, June; Love’s 
Blessing, Munsey's Magazine, July. 

Leigh, Alice. A Moth in a Subway Train, Voices, A Joumcd 
of Verse, Spring. 

Leigh, Richard. The Poet’s Lot, Munsey's Magazine, January; 
Ballade of the Unchanging Beloved, Munsey's Maga- 
zine, February; Marketing in the Moon, Munsey's 
Magazine, March; The Dream and The Stream, 
Munsey's Magazine, April; Now That She is Gone, 
Munsey's Magazine, May; In the Moonut Woods, 
Munsey's Magazine, Jime; The Whole Duty of a Man, 
Munsey's Magazine, July. 

Leitch, Mary Sinton. One Rose, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; 
To A Hermit Thrush, The Step Ladder; On Being Told 
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That Mt Child Resembles Mb, The Lync, May; Silence, 
The Lyric West, May; Perspective, The Lyric, October, 
1921; Lost Hearing, The Lyric, December, 1921; To 
Mt Mother, The Lyric, March. 

Lench, W. H. PmaiTT, The Lyric West, November, 1921; Glad- 
ness, The Lyric West, 1921; Loneliness, The Lyric West, 
November, 1921; Desire, The Lyric West, February, 
June. 

Leonard, Orville. The Song of the Pine American Forestry, 
October, 1921. 

Leonard, William Ellery. The Beggar, The Nation, August 24, 
1921; Another Statue, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February. 

Lesesne, Jeanne So Many Worlds, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Lett-Haines. Kabtle Songs, Gargoyle, January-February. 

Letts, Winifred M. No Night in Heaven, The Yale Review, 
January; Hallowe'en, The Sewanee Review, October- 
December, 1921. 

Leui, Jennie Orr. Winter Fields, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, February. 

Lewis, Frank C. Fool’s Gold, The Lyric, March; Two Days, 
The Lync, May. 

Lewis, Janet. The Wild Crab-Apple Tree, The Lyric West, 
May. 

Lewis, Jay. Eyes, The Lyric, November, 1921. 

Lieberman, Elias. Weary Peddlers, The Outlook, April 19. 

Lincoln, Elliott C. Mail Day, The Lyric West, June; The Girl 
OP the Loneliness, The Lyric West, March. 

Linderman, Frank B. Cabins, Scribner's Magazine, August, 
1921; The Trout Pool, Scribner's Magazine, August, 
1921; The Old Canoe, Scribner's Magazine, August, 1921; 
The Old Frontier, Scribner's Magazine, August, 1921; 
Luce, Scribner's Magazine, August, 1921. 

Lindsay, Donald. Arcady Revisited, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921. 

Lindsay, Vachel. In Praise op Johnny Appleseed, The Century 
Magazine, August, 1921. 

Ling, Barbara. Bordeaux, The Reviewer, June. 

lipp, Frances MuUamey. October, The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Li Po (750-762 AD.). Query and Answer in the Hills 
(Translated from the Chinese by Albion N. Fellows and 
T. Y. Leo), The Measure, Jtme; Hard Traveling usr Shu* 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-Hu), The 
Nation, May 3, 1921. 

Li-Tai-pe. Ode to Nanking (Translated by Florence Brinkman), 
The Freeman, July 12. 

li T’ai-Po. The Terraced Road op the Two-Edged 
Sword Mountains (Translated by Amy Lowell), Asia, 
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The American Magazine of the Orient, October, 1921; The 
Retreat of Hssieh Kttnq (Translated by Amy Lowell), 
The Dial, October, 1921; Cries of the Raven (Trans- 
lated by Florence Brinkman), The Freeman, April 5. 

Litsey, E. C. Pantheism, AlVs Well, January* 

Liu Yu-Hsi The City of Stones (Nanking) (Translated by 
Amy Lowell), The Dial, October, 192h 

Loftus, J B. The Sea, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Long, Haniel. Unimportant Dialogue, The Wave, January. 

Long, Vivian Aten. Nasturtiums, The Lync West, April. 

Longfellow, Herbert H. Mirrors, Contemporary Verse, April; 
I AM A Little Boy Traveling, Contemporary Verse, 
April; A Prayer, Contemporary Verse, April. 

Longley, Snow. April Illusions, The Lyric West, April. 

Longstreth, T. Morris, After Hearang the Tschajkowsky 
“Melodie,” Contemporary Verse, June. 

Looker, Samuel J. Morn, The Country Bard, Spring ; Friend- 
ship, The Country Bard, Summer ; Beauty, IVe Loved 
Thee, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Looker, Samuel E. Ventnor Memories (To S ), The 

Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Love, Jane Groome. Winter Evening, Contemporary Verse, 
February; The Rain, The Pictorial Remew, April. 

Loving, Pierre. Two op Them (Translated from Hugo Von 
Hoffmanstbal), The Pagan, October-November, 1921; 
Loss, The Dial, September, 1921; Dust in the Wind, The 
Measure, July; If I Went Back, The Nation, March 1; 
Churning, The Measure, September, 1921. 

,Low, Benjamin K. C. Yellow Leaves, Harper's Magazine, 
September, 1921; Spring, Hiding, Contemporary Verse, 
April. 

Lowe, K. Elmo, The Sieve, The Wave, June. 

Low^, Amy. The House in Main Street, The Century Maga- 
zine, February; A New Year’s Card, The Century Maga- 
zine, January; To Carl Sandburg, The Nation, August S, 
1921; Katydids, Shore of Lake Michigan, The Dial, 
January; White Currants, The Century Magazine, 
October, 1921; Footing Up a Total, The Dial, August, 
1921; iSjRPLE Crackles, The BooJman, July; Lilacs, 
Broom, November, 1921; The Revenge, The New Repub- 
lic, July 12; The Book of Stones and Lilies, Scribner's 
Magazine, November, 1921; Aquatint Framed in Gold, 
The Nation, June 7; Miniature, The Century Magazine, 
August, 1921; The Swans, The Dial, August, 1921; 
Paradox, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; The Lonely Wife 
(Translated from the Chinese of Li T’ai-po), The Bookman, 
September, 1921. 

Lowry, Flora E. The Horse Race, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, April. 
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Loy, Mina. Peeltjn, The Did, August, 1921; Poe, The Did, 
October, 1921; Apology of Gentus, The Did, July. 

Luke, Isobel. Old Laces (To Mrs. Egbert P. Clark), The 
American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Lummis, Charles F. Song, The Lyno West, July-August. 

Lund, Mary Graham. The Northwestern Wheat Field, 
The Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Lyndall, Dorothy S The Dancer, The Lyric West, October, 
1921; The Moon, The Lyric West, October, 1921; Euca- 
lypth Amygdalina, The Lyric West, March. 

Lyon, Anne Bozeman. Cardinals, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, February. 

Lyons, Olive BouUemet. Through a Window, The Double 
Deder, March, 

Mabie, Mary Louise. Two Beacons, Munsey's Magazine, 
January; A Song of Children, Munsey*s Magazine, June. 

MacDougall, Dugald. Hope Triubiphant! The Country Bard, 
Winter; Reveries, The Country Bard, Spring; Worker's 
Song, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

MacGill, Caroline Elizabeth. The Singer in Silence, The 
Magnificat, July. 

Mackall, Virginia Woods. Artisan, The Nation, March 15. 

Mackenzie, Jean Kenyon. The Warning, McClure's Magazine, 
March; The Young Trader, McClure's Magazine, July. 

Macready, M, A. K. A Pine Tree in Evening, Contemyorary 
Verse, August, 1921. 

Maddock, PVances. Waste, The Catholic World, February; 
Forgetting, The Magnificat, July. 

Maisch, Lilah Esther. Sense Impressions, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February. 

Malloy, Mary J. Mary and May, The Magnificat, May. 

Maltby, Ian. The Half Moon Smiles, The Country Bard 
Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Mann, Fred B. A Memory, The Poet and Philosopher, September, 
1921. 

Mann, Stella Lucia. Not For Sale, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Manning, Oliver. The ‘‘Snowy Peaks” Unveiled, The Lyric 
West, September, 1921. 

Marin, Luis Munoz. Counsel, The Measure, July; Finis, The 
Measure, July; He Makes a Picture of Ehs Love, The 
Measure, July; Moods, The Measure, July. 

Marino, Josephine. To Dante, The Forum, Dante Number, 1921. 

Markham, Edwin. In High Sierras, The Lync, January; Youth 
AND You, McClure's Magazine, May; The Pool, McClure's 
Magazine, June; Tie Rajah op Mysore, McClure's 
Magazine, June; The Perished Pool, McClure's Magor 
zine, June; Everlasting, McClure's Magazine, Jime; 
Sappho's Song, McClure's Magazine, July; Again the 
Mood of Eden, The Step Ladder, June. 
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Marks, Jeannette. Cuejab Pools, The Lyric, September, 1921; 
Indian Summer, The Lyric, October, 1921; Cobwebs, 
The Bookman, December, 1921; Blind Sleep, Contem- 
porary Verse, August, 1921. 

Marlatt, Earl. The Return, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April. 

Marpha. To a Curious, Modest Lady, The Fugitive, June; 

I- Grieve Not, The Fugitive, June. 

Marquis,’2Neeta. The Alien, The Lyric West, January; On 
Cheistma-s Eve, The Lyric West, December, 1921; A Red- 
wood Forest in Winter, The J^ric West, December, 1921; 
Awakening, Munsey’s Magazine, July. 

Marshall, A. G. Desecration, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February. 

Martin, A. E. The Star Nest, The Poet and Philosopher, Sep- 
tember, 1921; As We Journey Along, The Poet and 
PhiLosopher, September, 1921. 

Martin, Hermann Ford. Afterward, The American Poetry 
Maga/zine, Autumn, 1921; City Streets Are Cold, The 
American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Martin, Portia. A Chippewa Lullabte, The American Poetry 
Magazine, February; In The-Moon-op-Red-Blooming- 
Lilies, The Lyric West, April; Aspens, The Lyric West, 
April. 

Martin, Winona. The Ego, The Poet and Philosopher, September, 
1921. 

Martines, Pura E. Dimple Cheek, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, February. 

Maryngoff, Anatoly. October (Translated by L. Lozowick), 
Broom, May. 

Masa-Xo Chino. Overcome by Confession (Translated from 
the Japanese by Madam Yukio Ozaki), The Freeman, 
November 9, 1921. 

Masters, Edgar L^. Douglas Strong, McClure's Magazine, 
March; Reason Robb, McClure's Magazine, March; 
Wallace Hardy, McClure's Magazine, March; Golden 
Fox, Broom, April; Balfour Tozer, McClure's Magazine, 
March. 

Matson, Mabel Cornelia. Oh, Come and Walk With Mb, The 
Granite Monthly, May. 

Matthias, Blanche Coates. Dawn's Night, AWs Well, December, 
1921; The Wish to Sing, AU's Well, October, 1921. 

May, Beulah. Music, The Lyric West, November, 1921; Redondo 
Beach, The Lyric West, May. 

Maynard, Theodore. A Gray Day in California, The New 
Republic, January 18. 

McAlmon, Robert. The Blackbird, The Bookman, February. 

McBlair, Robert. Man, The Lyric, August, 1921. 

McCaigue, Philip. Hail, Full of Grace, The Magnificat, 
March. 
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McCarthy, Dixie Hills, The l/yric West, June. 

McCarthy, John Russell Peering Water, The Boohman, June; 
The Real Estate Broker, Tempo, Autumn, 19£1; 
Trillium, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; The 
Gift op Beautt, The Lyric West, November, 1921; 
Priests, The Lyric West, January; Rue Anemone, The 
Lyric West, January. 

McCarthy, Thomas F. A Gypsy’s Song, DevUs Lake Journal, 
November 16, 1921. 

McClellan, Walter. Unquiet, The Double Dealer, December, 
1921; Arrangement in Black and Gold, The Double 
Dealer, August-September, 1921; An Old Man Dreams, 
The Double Dealer, May. 

McClure, John. Jazz, The Double Dealer, October, 1921; Love 
IS Such a Mischief, The Double Dealer, February; 
Laughter, The Wave, June; Owl-Blasted, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, June; Wizard’s Lament, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; The Word, The Lyric, 
April; Time Forgets Us as We Go, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Autumn, 1921. 

McComb, Dorothy Shepardly. The Bride Speaks, Munsey*s 
Magazine, June. 

McCormids, Anne O’Hare. Song of Praise for Not Being a 
Poet, The New Republic, May 3. 

McCormick, Virginia Taylor. Mawmt, The Lyric, July; Intro- 
spection, Smart Set, July; Wherein I Find My God, 
The Lyric, February; Faces in the Fire, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921; Shelley, The Step Ladder, July; Miss Liza, The 
Boston Transcript; Indian Summer, The Lyric, November, 
1921; The Basket Maker, American Poetry Magazine, 
October, 1921; IbsE Pine Tree, The Personahst, January; 
Twilight, Tiling Tales, February; The Pretty Lady 
Reading, The Classic, February; Unknown, The Classic, 
August, 1921; Twe Dark, The Smart Set, November, 1921; 
Sunset After Storm, The Pagan, December, 1921, Janu- 
ary; Pierrette, Munsey’s Magazine, June; Dante, 1321- 
1921, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Old 
Songs, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; The Far Country, The 
Nomad, Spring, 1922; The Basket Maker, The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Thought, The Lyric West, 
January; Mountains, The Lyric West, January; The 
Fugitive, The Lyric, April; Youth’s Sorrow, The Lyric, 
April; I Go to Meet My Beloved, The Lyric, January; 
Dandelions, The Lyric, December, 1921; Noel, The 
I^iric, December, 1921; **A Sea Unfathombd,” The Lyric, 
August, 1921; August, The Lyric, August, 1921; Sorrow, 
The L^c West, October, 1921; Poems, The Lyric West, 
October, 1921; Flags, The American Poetry Magazine, 
June; Memories, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; Twilight, 
Telling Tales, February. 
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McCourtie, William B. A New Engi^and Spinster, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, December 10, 1921. 

McCrea, Marion. Earth Talk, The Pagan, December, 1921, 
January 

McCreary, Frederick R. A Word from the East to the Middle 
West, The Nation, June 21; Judges, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, February; Noontime, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February; A Naked Maple, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, February; Winter Rain, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, February; Alone on the Hill, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, February; Memories, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Autumn, 1921. 

McDougal, Mary Carmack. The Cloud, Contemporary Verse, 
July; Three Men, Contemporary Verse, July; The Subway 
Accident, New York Call, July 12, The Liar, The New 
York Times, February 17; The Waves, The New York 
Times, May 25, March 25; A Woman's Song, The New 
York Herald, July 4; The Wire Stringer, The New York 
Herald, July 6; The Plains op Silence, The New York 
Times, November 4, 1921. 

McDougal, Violet. The Wonder River, Argosy-All Story Weekly, 
July 8; White Wolves, The New York Times, April 11; 
The Fire-Eater, The New York Times, January 25; The 
Rnipe Thrower, The New York Times, October 14, 1921; 
The Call op the Sea, The New York Times, March 18, 
Heredity, The New York Times, January 10; The Very 
Old, The New York Times, December 2, 1921; Chame- 
leons — Manhattan Roof, The New York Herald, 
July 23; Romulus and Rei^s, The New York Times, 
July 14. 

McFadden, Athena. Your Words, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June. 

McGaffey, Ernest. Ballade op the Maya Maiden, The Lyric 
West, July-August. 

McGowen, Elizabeth. To Baby Patricia, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Merciless Time, The Country 
Bard, Spring; Outshining Deeds, The Country Bard, 
Spring; “Water Lilies,” The Country Bard, Winder; 
Repentance, The Country Bard, Spring; Illusion, The 
Country Bard, Summer; “And I Remember,” The Country 
Bard, Summer; “Narcissus,” The Country Bard, Spring; 
Bitter-Sweet, The Country Bard, Summep-Autumn, 
1921; Idols, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

McGregor, Smith. Indian Summer, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921. 

McIntyre, Carlyle. The Visit, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May; Tepb Scissor-Gbinder, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, May; Promenading, Poeiry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May. 

McKay, Claude. French Leave, The Liberator, April; Futility, 
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The Liberator, January; Theotjgh Agoijt, The Liberator, 
December, 1921; Thibst, The Liberator, December, 1921; 
La Paloma in London, The Liberator, January; Sttbwat 
Wind, The Liberator, August, 1921; Baptism, The Liberator, 
October, 1921; The White City, The Liberator, October, 
1921; To THE Intbenched Classes, The Liberator, May; 
The Night Fire, The Liberator, May; On the Road, 
The Liberator, March; Absence, The Liberator, March; 
The White House, The Liberator, May; Negro Spiritual, 
The Liberator, May; The New Forces, The Liberator, 
Ju.y; Jasmines, The Liberator, August, 1921; Alone, The 
Liberator, May; Africa, The Liberator, August, 1921; 
In Bondage, The Liberator, August, 1921; A Memory op 
June, The Liberator, August, 1921; Morning Joy, The 
Liberator, August, 1921; I^irtation, The Liberator, 
August, 1921; To One Coming North, The Liberator, 
August, 1921. 

McKenny, Margaret. Auratum Lily Blooming in October, 
Contemporary Verse, October, 1921. 

McLean, Daniel. Hopes, The Measure, June. 

McMuUen, Dysart. John EIeats, The Lyric, August, 1921. 

McParthn, Catharine. February, The Magnificat, February; 
Saint Joseph, The Magnificat, March. 

McVickar, Dorothy. Thought’s White Night, Contemporary 
Verse, November, 1921. 

Meade, Merrill C. “In the Smoke op a Cigarette,” The Poet 
and Philosopher, September, 1921; Tears, The Poet and 
Philosopher, January. 

Meeker, Marjorie. By a Window, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January; Ode to Myself Trying to Sleep, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, January; Comrades, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, January; Song fob a May Night, Poetry 
A Magazine of Verse, January; Color of Water, Poetry* 
A Magazine of Verse, January; In Darkness, Poetry* 
A Magazine of Verse, January; Lonely Sky and Sea» 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; And so it Never, 
Mattered , . . AlVs Well, November, 1921; An Old 
Woman, AlVs Well, November, 1921. 

Meily, Clarence, The Aged Lover Prays, The Wave, Febmary- 

Meisinger, Mary. Fantasy, The Lyric West, February. 

Melbourne, Harold. An Old New Yorker, Munsey^s Magazine, 
January. 

Melendez, Angracia. The Ladies of the Fuertb, The Measure, 
June. 

Menef^ Kate Randle. How They Grew, The Lyric West, April, 

Meredith, Floyd. Impermanence, The Lyric West, Februa:pr. 

Merryman, Mildred Plew. To a Public Library, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, June 3; To a Lamp- 
lighter, The Measure, June; In the Shadow, The Lyric, 
June; Molds, The Measure, February. 
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Metzger, Elizabeth Stewart. Violets, Contem'porary Verse, May. 

Mew, Charlotte. To a Child in Death, The Bookman, April. 

Meyer, Josephine A. Nocturne, Ainslee^s Magazine, March. 

Meyn^, Viola. A Girl Adoring, The New Republic, August 24, 
1921. 

Miehm, Clara Haebingees, The Country Bard, Spring; The 
Boys at the Movies, The Country Bard, Spring; Mt 
Friend, The Country Bard, Winter; Chubby Little 
Fellow, The Country Bard, Winter; How Love Comes, 
The Country Bard, Spring; When You Came Along, The 
Country Bard, Spring. 

Milam, May Thomas. Jenice, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
Open a Door, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April. 

Millay, Edna St. Vincent. Sonnet, The New Republic, August 24, 
1921; Vanity Fair, April. , 

Miller, A. York. The Future, Munsey^s Magazine, July. 

Miller, E. E. The Cropper Speajsis, The Nation, February 22. 

Miller, J Corson, Sometimes, Lecb Distant Music, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Summer; Remembered Love, Forum, 
June; Four Japanese Love Poems: Premonition, The 
Meeting, The Parting, Epitaph, Japan Reoiew, June; 
On the Birth op a Little Son, America, September 17, 
1921; Heritage, New York Sun, January; Ex Nocte Ad 
Lucem Aeternam, TheAveMana, January 14; Testament, 
The Sign, January;CHRiSTMAs Carol, The Sign, December, 
1921; Where Beauty Lives, America, January 14; 
Jewels, The Fortnightly Review, June 1, 1921; To Pavlowa 
IN THE Bacchanal, Beauty, February; The Old Mother, 
The Christian Herald, December S, 1921; A Sunset on 
OuvET, The Sign, November, 1921;Theodore Roosevelt, 
Forum, December, 1921; ISIajestt, America, November 
26, 1921; In Hoc Signo, The Sign, October, 1921; The 
Enduring, The Ave Mama, July 15; Premonition, Motion 
Picture Classic, March; Pilgrimage, The Ave Maria, April 
1; Sorrow Has Borne Me Beauty, America, June 24; 
Grotesquerie, Pearson's Magazine, May; Regeneration, 
Fortnighily Review, June; Obsequies, New York Times, 
November 10, 1921; Consecration, The Ave Maria, 
October 8, 1921; The Last Judgment, The Rosary Maga-^ 
zine, September, 1921; The Sassafras Man, The New 
York Times, September 19, 1921; Regina Coeli, The 
Magnificat, February; Madonna op the Roses, The 
Magnificat, July; Ideal Street, The Magnificat, June; 
Inaugural, The Magnificat, May; Resurrection, The 
Magnificat, April; Our Lady op Song, The Magnificat, 
April; Mater Dolorosa, The Magnificat, March; Always 
I Flung You Garlands, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; The Little House op Love, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921; Benedict XV, The Magnificat, February; Evening 
Over the Valley, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921, 
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Miller, Madeline Sweeney. Mt Study Desk, The Christian 
Century, March 2, June’s Basket (At Ullswater Lake), 
The Christian Century, June 15. 

Miller, Nellie Burget. A Pagan in Chuech, The Lync West, May; 
Compensation, The American Poetry Magazine, June. 

Mills, Ellen Morrill. Spring, The Herald, The Lync West, May. 

Mitchell, Cyprus R. Dear Hands op Jesus, The Chnstian 
Century, March 2. 

Mitchell, Ruth Comfort. Puliman Portraits, Scnhner^s 
Magazine, April; The Travel Bureau, The Century 
Magazine, August, 1921; Voyagers, Earper^s Magazine, 
January. 

Mitchell, Stewart. A Shrine, The Dial^ January. 

Mixter, Florence Kilpatrick. A Print by Hokusai, The Bookman, 
September, 1921; All Soul’s Eve, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Lullaby, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Alchemy, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Chinese Epitaph, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, August, 1921. 

Monica, Sister M. Gold, The Catholic World, October, 1921. 

Monro, Harold. Fate, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
One Moment Only, Broom, December, 1921. 

Monroe, Harriet. At O’Neill’s Point — Grand Canyon op 
Arizona, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July; Utah, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, July; On the Train, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, July; In High Places, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, July; In the Yellowstone, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, July. 

Montgomery, F. L. At Dusk, Munsey*s Magazine, March; 
Certitude, Munsey’s Magazine, July. 

Montgomery, Louise Moss. Easter, The Clarhsdale Daily 
Register, April 15; To a Mocking Bird, The Clarhsdale 
Daily Agister, July 25; The Delta, The Clarksdale Daily 
Register, August 3, 1921. 

Montgomery, Ros^e Mercier. The Book, Munsey*s Magazine, 
July; The Restless Dead, The Outlook, June 21 

Montross, Lois. Galleon Dawn, The liberator, JSoYemhQT , 1921. 

Moody, Winfield Scott. A Rejoinder, Scribner’s Magazine, 
September, 1921. 

Moore, Marianne. People’s Surroundings, The Dial, June; 
The Labor of Hercules, The Dial, December, 1921; 
New York, The Died, December, 1921. 

Moore, Oliver C. A Lover’s Quarrel, Munsey’s Magazine, 
March; Love’s Treasure-Trove, Munsey’s Magazine, 
April; The Drifting Year, Munsey’s Magazine, May; 
I Shall be There, Munsey’s Magazine, June; The 
Arrogant Poet to Bhs Lady, Munsey’s Magazine, July. 

Moravsky, Maria. An Immigrant, The liberator, July. 

Mordand, John Richard. Love Never Combs Too Late, 
Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Birch Trees, The Personalist, 
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April; “Love’s Etes Were Sad — ” The Step Laddert 
April; Were Love so Sere as This, The Step Ladder, 
April; Life and Song, The Personalise July; Intentions, 
Onward, May; The Little Road, Motion Picture Classic; 
July; The Way op a Man and a Maid, Telling Tales, 
April; The Forgotten House, The Nomad, Spring, 
Bittersweet, The Classic, September, 1921; How Will 
I Love Thee? Shadowlarid, February; A I^ctebe, The 
Classic, September, 1921; Sand Dunes and Sea, The 
Classic, September, 1921; The Forgotten House, The 
Nomad, Spring, 1922; In April, The Nomad, Spring; 
When April Comes, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; 
0 Who Would Think op Sorrow, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Spring; “I Love All TmNGS That Cluster 
Round the Sea,” The Lyric, May; Time, The Lyric, April; 
Sea Stallions, The Lyric, January; A Water Color, 
The Lyric, December, 1921; A Minor Poet, The Lyric, 
February; Growth, The Lyric, September, 1921; A Grave, 
The Lync, September, 1921; Waiting, The Lyric, Novem- 
ber, 1921; The Miracle, The Lyric, October, 1921; 
Beauty, Contemporary V&rse, July; Life, Contemporary 
Verse, July; How Vast Is Heaven? The Lyric, August, 
1921; Autumn, The Lyric, October, 1921; Sea Sadness, 
The Lyric West, December, 1921; Rich Man, Poor Man, 
The I^c West, December, 1921; Sand Dunes, The Lyric 
West, December, 1921; Late, The Ledger-Dispatch; Gifts, 
The Ledger, Dispatch, September IS, 1921; The Welcome 
Guest, Motion Picture Classic, December, 1921; The 
Rosemary, Motion Picture Classic, November, 1921; The 
Forgotten House, The Nomad, April; April, The 
Midland, April Villanelle, Telling Tales, June. 

Morley, Christopher. Parson’s Pleasure, The lAterary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, June 10; A Charm, McClure^s 
Magazine, April. 

Morris, Maurice. Iowa, New York Herald, July 2S. 

Morton, David, Harbor Talk, The Bookman, August, 1921; 
Spectacle, The Smart Set, April; Music, Harper's Magor 
zine. May; These Fields at Evening, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, June; Vagrants, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; In Time of Long Heat, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer. 

Moses, Barr. Late November, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April. 

Mott, Elizabeth. Wisconsin Evermore! The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Moult, Thomas. Heedless the Birds . , . The Bookman, 

f ^ August, 1921. 

Mukerji, Dhan Gopal. Beggar Song, The Bookman, July; 
Escapados, The Bookman, May; God-Lover, TheAmeri^ 
can Poetry Magazine, February; li^' Bedlam, The American 
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Poetry Magazine, February; The Caged Lion, Contem- 
porary Verse, August, 1921; An Arab Nitptial, Contem- 
porary Verse, August, 1921. 

Mulheron, Mary. Now Love is Gone, The Liberator, October, 

1921. 

Mullins, Helene. CxjLTxmE, The Double Dealer, October, 1921; 
Morning, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; Sijb- 
YivoB.^,The Pagan, August-September, 1921; The Eternae 
Lover, The Pagan, October-November, 1921; Societt 
Beli^es, The Pagan, October-November, 1921; Forsaken, 
The Pagan, Octobei^November, 1921 ; The Revolutionist 
The Pagan, December, 1921, January; Aspiration, The 
Pagan, December, 1921, January, AJTs WeU, March; 
Adieu, AlVs WeU, February; The Remedy, AlVs Well, 
February; The Poet, AWs WeU, April; Episode, AlVs 
Well, January; Imposition, AlVs WeU, January; Invita- 
tion, AlVs WeU, October, 1921; Drab Existence, AlVs 
Well, December, 1921; The Importance op Being, AWs 
WeU, May; Answer To A Plea, AWs Well, November, 
1921; To a Rose, AWs Well, November, 1921; The 
Passer-By, The Forum*, Parting, The Nomad, Sprmg, 
1922; The Tower of Babel, The Nomad, Sprmg, 1922; A 
Character Out of a Novel Speaks to the Author, 
The American Poetry Magazine, February; Profiteer, The 
Nomad, Summer 1922, Memorial, The Nomad, Summer, 

1922. 

Munson, Gorham B. Crudellissimus Deus, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921. 

Murphy, Charles R. Song for Winter, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Winter; The Flag, Contemporary Verse, December, 
1921; Shadow op Flesh, Contemporary Verse, March; 
Dante — 1921, The Bookman, September, 1921; Spring, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; Landscape, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Wmter; liiE Desert, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Winter; Waves, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Winter; Mjdd-Day, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; To Earth, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; By the Wissahickon, IndependerU and 
Weekly, September 24, 1921; Humility, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, August, 1921; Spring, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, August, 1921; Winter, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Sown, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; Advent, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921. 

Murphy, Francis. As Might BDcgh Ladies, The Liberator, 
June. 

Musser, Benjamin Francis. Lovers Prayer, The Magnificat*, 
May; Mystical Communion, The Magnificat, May, 
Mental Prayer, The Magnificat, April; “Lb Bon Dieu, 
Qu’il Est Bon!” The Magnificat, May. 
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Nathan, Robert (Frfere RombadiUe} A Moral Emblem op 
Matueitt, The Reviewer, November, 1921; At the 
Symphony (C^ar Frank D. Miner), The Literary Reivew 
of the New York Evening Post, March 18, Love Hath 
No Physic, The Nation, July 5; When the Last Word, 
The Reviewer, July; Security, The Reviewer, May. 

Nevin, Hardwicke. Wanderlust, Scribne/s Magadne, 
November, 1921. 

Newman, Wheeler F. The June, The Lyric West, March. 

Newman, William Days, The Pagan, October-November, 1921; 
To One I Know, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring. 

NichoU, Louise Townsend. Candles Burning, The Measure, 
December, 1921; Enclosures, The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, June 10; Mural, The Measure, 
June; Eve, The Literary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, March 4; The Milkman, The Measure, March; 
TnoLEssNESS, Poetry, A Magadne of Verse, August, 1921; 
The Old Turntable, The Measure, December, 1921; 
Tbdot Rain, The Measure, March. 

Nickerson, Paul S. Waiting, Contemporary Verse, April; View- 
point, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; Awe, The 
Measure, March; The Peace of Evening, Contemporary 
Verse, April; Tiek Difference, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; 
Rumor, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; Improvisation, 
The Nomad, Summer, 1922; Fancy, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; Song, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; 
The I^ric, May. 

Norman, Hilda Laura. “La Course Du Flambeau,” The 
Pagan, August-September, 1921. 

North, Charles J, My Own Hymn to Greater America, The 
New Pen, April-May, 

North, Jessica Nelson. Ambush, The Measure, September, 1921; 
Hunger Inn, The Double Dealer, December, 1921; 
Exacting, Ainslee's, April; The Late Guest, AlVs Well, 
June; Bulbs, The Lyric West, April; The Wages of Sin, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, November, 1921, Lullaby, 
The Measure, Sept. 1921; Exchange, The Measure, July. 

Norton, Grace Fallow Thoughts About Stars, Harper's 
Magadne, February; Shy Perfect Flower, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, January; I Shall Remember, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January. 

Novak, Ruthele. Moonrise, Contemporary Veise, March; 
The Grove, Contemporary Verse, March, Peach 
Blossoms, Cordemporary Verse, Mardi 

Nusch, Briton Niven, Jr. Wild Duck, The Measure, March. 

Nye, Jean Palmer. My Place (To Ernest T. Seton). The 
Harrison Searchlight, October 7, 1921; The Loving Heart, 
Spokane Chronicle, September 28, 1921; On the Lonesome 
ROAD, The Harrison Searchlight, October 14, 1921; Love’s 
Inning, The American Poetry Magadne, June. 
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Nyman, Georgia Currier. A Man’s Appraisement, The Poet 
and Philoso'pher, January. 

Oafer, L. The Horses of Hell, The Fvgilive, June. 

Oakes, Katharine Sawin. October, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921, Dear Echoes, The Granite Monthly, May. 

Oaks, Gladys. Your Gifts, The Liheraior, October, 1921. 

O’Brien-Moore, Ainsworth. Odysseus, Scribners Magazine, 
December, 1921. 

O’Connor, Armel. Realization, The Magnificat, March; The 
Coward, The Magnificat, February, The White Queen, 
The Magnificat, February; A Great Little Song, The 
Magnificat, December, 1921; The King’s Caves, The 
Magnificat, December, 1921; Jesus, The Magnijicaf, July. 

O’Conor, Norreys Jepson. In Memobiam (Alan Seeger, Student 
of Irish), Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

O’Donnell, C. S. C., Charles L. The Mountain, The Catholic 
World, August, 1921. 

O’Donoghue, Julia. I Thanh Thee, Father, The Magnificat, 
July. 

Oliver, Wade. Solace, Contemporary Verse, October, 1921; 
The Geese Fly South, Contemporary Verse, October, 
1921; How Shall I Know Thee? Contemporary Verse, 
April; I Have Known Laughter, Contemporary^ Verse, 
April; “Wanderer,” Contemporary Verse, April; Kinship, 
Contemporary Verse, April; Dedication, Contemporary 
Verse, April. 

Olson, Ted. The Believer, The Lyric West, October, 19 1; 
Pursuit, The Lyric West, December, 1921; Finale, 
The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

O’Neil, George. Where it is Winter, The Measure, February; 
Illusion, The Measure, December, 1921; The Mother, 
The Measure, October, 1921; The Bather, The Bookman, 
August, 1921; Passers-By, The Measure, October, 1921; 
In a Theatre, The Measure, October, 1921. 

O’Neil, Sheila. The Price, The Magnificat, April; Possession, 
The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Oppenheim, Bertha. The Hermit Thrush, The Country Bard, 
Spring. 

Osborn, Elizabeth. Magic, The Country Bard, Spring; Sachet, 
The Country Bard, Winter, Dusk, The Country Bard, 
Spring; Spinsteehood, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921; The Rose Jar, The Pagan, August-September, 
1921. 

O’Shasnain, Brian Padraic. Behind the Bars, The Catholic 
^ World, January; Vision, The Catholic World, March. 

Ozaki, Madame Yukio. (Translated from the Japanese.) The 
Underground River, Hoping Against Hope, Autumn 
Sadness, The Shogun Sanetomo (Twelfth Century); 
The Evening Hour, The Regent Goktoku (Kamakura 
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epocli); Sighs, Manyoshtt, The Freeman^ October 19, 

mi. 

Packard, Doris. The Tryst, The Lyrh West, July- August; 
Prisoner, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; Thievery, 
The Lync West, January; Disturbed, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Spring. 

Packard, Marjorie. The Homeland, The Granite Monthly, 
December, 1921. 

Page, Dorothy. Whimst, The Lyric West, February; Autumn, 
The Lyric West, September, 1921; Bewilderment, Con- 
temporary Verse, September, 1921. 

Pakter, Paul D. Mood, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Paradise, Viola I. Pity, The Dial, September, 1921. 

Palazzeschi, Aldo. Rio Bo (Translated by Alfred Ereymborg), 
Broom, December, 1921; Chilono (Translated by Alfred 
Ereymborg), Broom, December, 1921. 

Parker, Arlita Dodge. Grey Dawns, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer. 

Parker, Helen Adams. March, The Granite Monthly, March; 
The Bird’s Message, The Granite Monthly, April. 

Parker, Hetty C. Tee Adventures or Mollie Cule, The 
Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Parmenter, Catherine. The Voice op the Wilderness, The 
Lyric West, June. 

Parsons, Mable Holmes. Foe Love of the Road, The American 
Poetry Mag^ne, February, 

Partridge, Mary E. Summer Time, The Granite Monthly, July. 

Patterson, Antoinette De Coursey. Lucrezia Borgia’s Last 
Letter, Poetry, A Magosdne of Verse, August, 1921; In 
Venice — Long Ago, The Lyric West, May; Folk Song 
— From the Danish, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 
1921; Lilies op the Valley, Contemporary Verse, June; 
Challenged, The Lyric West, January; I^e Magician, 
The Lyric West, January; Judgments op Hjbtoey, The 
Lyric West, January. 

Patterson, Dorothy. Telegraph Hill, The Lyric West, March. 

Patterson-Guyol, Louise. Goddess-Moon, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921; To a Cynic, The Granite Monthly, Novem- 
ber, 1921; Sonnet, The Granite Monthly, December, 1921; 
The Gracious Lover, The Granite Monthly, December, 
1921. 

Peach, Arthur Wallace. Answered, Munsey*s Magadne, 
Febnia^. 

Peacock, Marion. The Woods are Brown, The Country Bard, 
Wmter; Dull, The Country Bard, Spring. 

Peck, Samuel Mintum. Before the Mirrob at Three Score, 
Boston Transcript, February 13. 

Pelee, Lilhan Sutton. Shirley Poppies, The Lyric West, April, 

Percy, William Alexander, October, Contemporary Verse. 
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October, 1921; The Unloved to His Beloved, The 
Bookman, June; She Grieves in the Dusk, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Summer; Sight and Sound, The Lyric: 
The Green Bird Seeth Iseult, Contemporary Verse, 
July; The Pilgrims of the Upland Meadotts, Con- 
temporary Verse, July; In the Cold, Bright Wind, 
Contemporary Verse, July; Beth Marie, The Double^ 
Dealer, May; One Path, Contemporary Verse, February; 
A Memory, Contemporary Verse, February; Youth, The 
Lyric, July; Sight and Sound, The Lyric, December, 1921; 
To One Dying, The Sewanee Review, October-December, 
1921; A Burnished Calm, Contemporary Verse, February; 
Fanfare, The Lyric, March. 

Perkins, Lucy W. At Twilight, The Granite Monthly, Febru- 
ary. 

Perry, Lilia Cabot. How Does a Woman Love? Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921. 

Peter, Lily. Chrysanthemums, The American Poetry Magadne, 
Autumn, 1921, 

Peterson, Ames. Old Gardens, The Lyric West, February. 

Peyton, John R. C. Geyser, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921. 

Pfeiffer, Edward H. The Idol, The North American Review, 
July; At a Window, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; 
Long Days, Independent, February 4; Ninon D’Enclos, 
Literary It^ew, September 10, 1921; She Dreams op 
Autumn, The Lyric West, November, 1921; July, The 
Lyric West, July-August; In a Wood, The Lyric West, 
May; Late Love, The American Poetry Magazine, Febru- 
ary; Revelation, Contemporary Verse, March; A Woman's 
M eaiORY, Contemporary Verse, March; The Mirror, 
Contemporary Verse, March; Confesseth the Imaqe- 
Breake]^ Contemporary Verse, March; Caliban Aspiring, 
The Lyric West, October, 1921; The Sower, The Measure, 
June, 

Philbrook, Helen Mowe. The Reckoning, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921; The Turning op the Tide, The Granite 
Monthly, March. 

Phillips, Harriet Duff. “Baby Mine,” The American Poetry 
Magazine, February. 

Phillips, Mabel W. Calcutta, The Lyric West, May. 

Phillips, Marie Tello. Albert to Hortbnsb, The American, 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Watch With Me, The 
American Poetry Magadne, February; A Little While, 
The American Poetry Magadne, Autumn, 1921. 

Philora. Fugitive Unbound, The Fugitive, June. 

Phinney, Leslie H. Lilacs, The Country Bard, Spring; A 
Country Idyl, The Country Bard, Spring; Work-a-Day 
Dreams, The Country Bard, Summer. 

Pierso, Jane A. Unchanged, The American Poetry Magadne, 
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Autumn, 1921; Dissonance, The American Poetry Maga^ 
^ne, February. 

Pillsbury, Dorothy Pinckney. Coastwise Hills, The Lyric 
West, March 

Pinckney, Josephine- Spkinq Makes Me Wonder, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, April 

Pinder, IVances Dickenson. Forgotten, The Lyric, July; 
Sonnets, Contemporary Verse, March; Shallows, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, April; Marsh Pools, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, April; His Flowers, The Forum, April; 
Wind of April, Poet Lore, Spring; Sea Marsh, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, April. 

Piper, Edwin Ford. Quabryman*s, Joy, The Measure, October, 
1921; Old Man Winter, The Measure, October, 1921; 
Balm, The Measure, October, 1921; Under Boof, The 
Measure, October, 1921. 

Platt, Charles D When Women Think, The Country Bard, 
Summer; Heart op God, The Country Bard, Winter; We 
Stand, The Courvtry Bard, Sprmg; Pig Phclosopht, The 
Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Plotnik, Eva Helen. Sonnet, The University of California 
Chronicle, Judy. 

Polen, George P. Sonnet to , The Poet and Philosopher, 

January. 

Pool, Ethel. Bedtime on a Kentish Farm, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Poole, Fanny Bunnells. Lodestars, The Granite Monthly, July; 
Canoeing on Granite Lake, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921. 

Poole, Louella C. Beyond the Sunset Skies, The Boston 
Transcript, November SO, 1921. 

Poole, Peter. Night Biding, The American Poetry Magazine, 
Autumn, 1921; Gifts, The American Poetry Magazine, June. 

Poore, Dudley. Three Canticles for Madame Sainte Gene- 
vieve, The Dial, September, 1921. 

Porter, Anna. A Sierra Juniper, The Lyric West, July-August; 
At the Zoo, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Porter, Laura Spencer, Show Me the Gates of Morning, 
Harper's Magazine, April; Magic, Harper's Magazine, 
November, 1921. 

Potamkin, Harry Alan. Mercutio, The Double Dealer, July. 

Potter, William Paris. The Last Bbveille, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February; Nature’s Lure, The New Pen, 
April-May. 

Pound, Ezra. Eighth Canto, The Dial, May; Three Cantos, 
The Died, August, 1921. 

Pratt, Harry Noyes. The Shadow Trail, T^ Lyric West, 
July-August; The Gardener, The Lyric West, April; 
Gypsying in Junetimb, The Country Bard, Summer; The 
Shadow Trail, The Lyric West, July-August, 1921. 

316 



Price, Ruth Clay. Wood Notes, The Lyric, April 

Preble, Cora M. The Home, The Poet and Philosopher, January. 

Prendergast, Alice M. The Easter Miracle, The Magnificat, 
April; Night, The Magnifiicat, Pebruary; Vision, The 
Magnijicat, December, 1921; The Spirit Wind, The Mag- 
nificai, December, 1921. 

Preston,^ Eugene D. In the Midi, The American Poetry Maga- 
zine, Pebruary. 

Preston, Harold P. Report, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; An Old 
Clerk, AWs Well, March 

Proton, Jane F. Frail Jots, The Reviewer, April. 

Price, Daisy Conway. Slow op Heart,” The American 
Magazine, June. 

Price, Ruth Clay. Interludes, The Lyric West, January. 

Prideaux, RoUa. Point Loma, The Lyric West, March. 

Prideaux, Tom. From a Minaret, Lincoln Lore, December, 
1921. 

Prim, Roger. Destitution Raiseth Her Voice, The Fugitive, 
June; Necrological, The Fugitive, June; The Sure 
Heart, The Fugitive, June; Epitaph, The Fugitive, June. 

Pugh, Louise K. Day — Dawn — Dusk, The Granite Monthly, 
December, 1921. 

Pulsifer, Harold Trowbridge. The Duel, The Outlook, June 28; 
Haven, The Outlook, September 14, 1921; Thoughts 
Upon a Walk With Natalie, Mt Niece, at Houghton 
Farm, The Outlook, November 9, 1921; The Waters of 
Bethesda, The Atlantic Monthly, June; Home Hunger, 
The Outlook, October 5, 1921; The Duel, The Outlook, 
June 28. 

Purnell, Idella. Afternoon Song, The Lyric West, May; 
Evening Song, The Lyric West, May. 

Putnam, F. S. Plums, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle 
West, September-October, 1921; The Wild Crab-Apple 
Tree, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, 
September-October, 1921; To Remember, The Midland, A 
Magazine of the Middle West, September-October, 1921. 

Queerman, Joe. Steers, The Country Bard, Summer^Autumn, 
1921. 

Quimby, Mary Abbott. The Better Wat, The Nero Pen, April- 
May; Innocent Magic, The New Pen, April-May. 

Quinter, George E. Birds, Contemporary Verse, February; 
Vignette, The Pagan, October-November, 1921. 

Quirk, S. J., Charles. Pastel (Evening), The Catholic World, 
August, 1921 ; My Mother, The Catholic World, November, 
• 1921; The Lovers, The Catholic World, December, 1921; 

Unseen! The Catholic World, February; A Little Boy 
Questions the Stars, The Catholic World, May; Incon- 
sequent!^ The Lyric, March; Souvenance db Louvain, 
The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Autumnal 
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SoLiLOQur, The Magnificat, December, 1921; A Promise 
OP Spring, The Magnificat, April. 

R., V. R. Red Dahlias, The Lyric, August, 1921. 

Rain, Pixie. Poor Pussy-Willows, Lincoln Lore, February. 

Raison, Milton. Baffled, The Bookman, April; The Cabin 
Passes, The Bookman, July; Valparaiso, The Bookman, 
February; Portrait op a Sailor, The Century Magcmne, 
April; The Lookout, The Century Magazine, April; 
Teus Cheated Mate, Tk^ Century Magazine, April; 
The Night Watchman, The Century Magazine, April. 

Ranlett, Susanne Alice. Plea op the Heart of Jesus (From 
tie German), The Magnijicai, June. 

Ravenel, Beatrice. Spell, Contemporary Verse, December, 1921; 
Tta Indian to His Tree, Contemporary Verse, December, 
1921; The Oi^ly Child, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
April; White Azaleas in Magnolia Gardens, Poetry, 
A MagazinB of Verse, April; Lill’ Angels, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, April; Coasts, The Lyric, July; Dew, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; Harbor Water, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April. 

Raymund, Bernard. Havoc, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; New Love, 
Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Possession, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; 
The Quickening, The Wave, June; River Song for a 
Red Deer, The Liberator, Decemb^, 1921; There is a 
Wood, The Liberator, February; Is There Jot — ? The 
Wave, June; These Fields, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; Empty, AWs Well, September, 1921; Gray and 
Rose, All's Well, September, 1921; In a Cold Wind, 
All's Well, September, 1921; Weather Sign, All's Well, 
August, 1921; On a Holiday, The Lyric West, March; 
Cold, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, 
August, tl921; ,Lakb m the Hills, The Midland, A 
Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; Early Start, 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; 
Oyer the Ehl, The Lyric West, Jxme. 

Recht, Charles, Sundown in America, The Liberator, July. 

Redegar, Herb. Change of Heart, The Country Bard, Spring; 
On the Pint Trail, The Country Bard, Winter; Rejuve- 
nation, The Country Bard, Spring. 

Redman, Ben Bay. Colophon, The Nation, February 22; Post 
C iNEEBS Gloria Venit, The Nation, July 5; Sonnet, 
Harper's Magazine, June; Seaward, The Reviewer, April. 

Reed, Anna Nelson. Ejbats 1821-1921, The Liberator, February. 

Reese, Lizette Woodworth, The Young Beauty, The Lyric, 
April; The Young Ghosts, The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, May 27. 

Reid, Betty Little Caterpillar, Lincoln Lore, March. 

Reynolds, Julia R. To Sappho, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January. 



Rice, Al. The Educated Boy, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autuprip, 1921; Boy TdiIE and Girl Time, The Country 
Bard, Spring. 

Rice, Gale Young. Storm — Apparitions, The Revietoer, June; 
Cold, The Double Dealer, December, 1921; Alienation, 
The Reviewer, November, 1921; Victory, AlTs Well, June; 
Art, The Double Dealer, April; T^e Jungle, Earper^s 
Magazine, July. 

Rice, Susan. I Wash My Dishes, The Christian Century, April 27, 

Richards, Elizabeth Davis. CoNFLicr, The Nomad, Summer, 
1922; Although We Part, The American Poetry Magazine, 
June. 

Richardson, Isla Paschal. A Field op Goldenrod, The American 
Poetry Mag(mne, Autumn, 1921. 

Richardson, Mabel K. The Persian Rug, The Arruerican Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Richardson, Mary. The Pilgrim Woman, The Granite Monthly, 
February. 

Richmond, Charles A. Brother Jonathan’s Opportunitibb, 
The Outlook, April 19. 

Ridge, Lola. Waste, Broom, June; Hospital Nights, Broom, 
November, 1921; The White Bird, Poetry, A Magazine erf 
Verse, July; Bees, The Bookman, June; The Spilling 
of the Wine, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July. 

Riggs, R. Lynn. Song, The Smart Set, April; I Was a Ejng, 
The Smart Set, April. 

Rihani, Ameen. A Maya Song, The Step Ladder, June 

Rilke, Rainer Maria. Charles the Twelfth op Sweden 
Rides in the Ukraine (Translated by Jessie Lemont), 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 1921. 

Ripley, Sherman. At Eventide, The Itotarian, April; Incense, 
Adventure, March 30; The Painter of Windows, The 
Boy Scouts* Magazine, March; Crazy Buxt, Adventure, 
M^ch 10. 

Rittenhouse, Jessie. The Miracle, The Lyric West, November, 
1921; Unsung, The Lyric West, November, 1921; The 
Secret, The Lyric West, November, 1921; The Lad of 
Flanders, McClurds Magazine, March; Vision, The 
Bookman, September, 1921. 

Ritter, Margaret Tod. Sculpture, The Measure, October, 1921; 
Sonata Apassionato, Contemporary Verse, January. 

Rivola, Flora Sbufelt. Question, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May. 

Robbins, Jacob. From the Russian of Maximilian Voloshin, 
The Liberator, September, 1921. 

Roberts, Edna J. Beacon Lights, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Roberts, Florence Cecilia. The Diver, The American Poetry 
Magazine, February. 

Roberts, Lillian Mayfield. The Professor’s Wife, Scribner*s 
Magazine, November, 1921. 
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Robeson, H. The Brook, Contemporary Verse, June. 

Robinson, Anne Mathilde. A Day Dream, The Country Bard, 
Summer. 

Robinson, Edwin Arlington. Caput Mortuum, The Yale Review, 
October, 1921. 

Rodker, John. Theatre, Broom, April. 

Roe, Robert J. Green Logs, The Bookman, January; Humble, 
Contemporary Verse, January; Moral, Contemporary 
Verse, January; Lesson, Contemporary Verse, January; 
Gangway, Contemporary Verse, January; Oriental Love 
Song, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; Insight, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, June; Sailor, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, June; Apparition, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; Cautious, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; 
Typhoon, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; Sea, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, June; Wind, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, June; Moon, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; 
Meinself, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; Dead 
Calm, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Barney, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; Jack, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, June; Stars, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, June. 

Bollins, Leighton. Be Ejnd to Me Death, Springfield Republican, 
December, 1921; He Dreamed op Beauty, The Granite 
Monthly, October, 1921. 

Romany, Robin. A Longing, The Lyric West, September, 1921. 

Root, E. Merrill. The Farmer, The Liberator, March; 
A Southern Holiday, The Liberator, March; Dread- 
nought, The Liberator, July; Antiquity, The liberator, 
July. 

Rope, Reverend H. E. G. No Abiding City, The Magnificat, 
July. 

Rorty, James, High Fog, The Liberator, July; The Bell, The 
Nation, May 24; Words, The Nation, July 26. 

Rosenthal, Albert A. Aubade, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Autumn, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Syncrasy, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July; Echo, The Pagan, 
August-September, 1921; Asters (D. D.), The Pagan, 
October-November, 1921; A Poet, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921. 

Ross, Gertrude Robinson. Nativity, The Catholic World, 
December, 1921. 

Ross, Kathleen Wheeler. Worry, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921; Forgiveness, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921; His Talent, The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921; Holdin’ on. The Poet and Philosopher, 
September, 1921; Room at the Top, The Poet and 
Philosopher, September, 1921. 

Rounds, Emma. The Spoilers, Lincoln Lore, April; The Sea 
King’s Palace, Lincoln Lore, December, 1921. 

320 



Kowles, George. Pictures on Mt Japanese Fan, The Lyric 
West, January; Duette, The Lyric West, September, 1921. 

Ruble, Esther Louise. First Snow, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, January. 

Rumry, F. Layton. Reflections, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February; Fairie Pondery, Contemporary Verse, April. 

Runbeck, Margie-Lee Ballet (In a Dandelion Patch), V cnees, 
A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Cycle, The American 
Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; Ltjllabye, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February. 

Russell, Edith M. Vision, The Poet and Philosopher, September, 
1921. 

Russell, Sydney King. The Young David, The Lyric West, May; 
Desire, The Lync West, October, 1921; Woodland Feab, 
The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Russmann, Helen C. Fantasy, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June. 

Ruthrauff, Saidee Gerard. For April, The Lyme West, April. 

Rutledge, Archibald. Radio, Scribner * s Magazine, July. 

Ryan, Kathryn White. The Washington Monument, 
Springfield Republican, October 16, 1921; Lake Superior 
(Uns^ted Sea), The Forum, November, 1921; Atonemejtt: 
Arlington, November 11, 1921, The Catholic World, 
December, 1921; Convent, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; Moonlight, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; 
Moon, The Measure, July; Day, The Measure, July; 
Disarmament and Arlington (November 11, 1921), 
The Catholic World, December, 1921; Ireland: Invoca- 
tion, The Nation; Fog, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921; River, The Measure, July; Soldiers, 
The Measure, July. 

Sabel, Marx G. The Cynic Shamed, The Double Dealer, August- 
September, 1921; Amor Patitue Moras “ Seneca, 
Tempo, Autumn, 1921; Immortal Cause, The Reviewer, 
June; If Only, The Redewer, March; The Snare, The 
Nomad, Spring, 1922; The Masquerader, Voices, A 
Joumed of Verse, Winter; Precipitate, The Lyric, July; 
The Tryst, The Lyric, March; Fellow Fighter, The 
Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; 
The Abandoned Place, The Midland, A Magazine of 
the Middle West, August, 1921; The Talker, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Summer; Incomparable, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Summer; Off! The Double Dealer, 
March; Rbcordition, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April; 
The Core, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, April. 

Sachiwo Ito. The Consequence (Translated from the Japanese 
by Madam YuMo Ozaki), The Freeman, December 7, 1921; 
Love’s Lesson (Translated from the Japanese by Madam 
Yukio Ozaki), The Freeman, December 7, 1921. 
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Sackville, Margaret. Adventure, The New RejmUic, July 26. 

St. Jerome, MotJier. The Bells of St. Quintin, The Magnificat, 
December, 1921. 

St. John, S. M. Religious Profession, The Magnijicat, Decem- 
ber, 1921; A Summer Idyl, The Magnificat, July; Visita- 
tion, The Magnijicat, June. 

Salbador, Alva Fisber. So Sorry Dear, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; The Smile op God, The Country 
Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Seen From a Window, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Color Magic, 
The Country Bard, Sprmg; Atonement, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; The Italian Woman, The 
Country Bard, Spring. 

Salinger, David. Rainy Season, AWe Well, August, 1921. 

Saltus, Edgar. The Feast, The Wave, February. 

Sandburg, Carl. Medley, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; 
The Naked Stranger, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Feather Lights, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Moon-Riders, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Washington Monument by Night, Harper's 
Magazine, June; The Windy City, The New BepuUic, 
March 22; The Rakeofe and the Getaway, Broom, May; 
Ambassadors op Grief, The Bookman, April; Primer 
Lesson, The Bookman, March; This — for the Moon — 
Yes? The Bookman, March; Gypsy Mother, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, March; Proud op Their Rags, The 
Century Magazine, May; March op the Hungry Moun- 
tains, The Century Magazine, May; Bitter Summer 
Thoughts, The Century Magazine, May; Slabs op the 
Sunburnt West, The Dial, March; And So Today, The 
Freeman, January 18; At the Gates of Tombs, The 
Liberator, January. 

Sanders, Emmy Veronica. Stigma, The Double Dealer, April; 
The Pine Tree, Contemporary Verse, January; Dai 
Butsu, Contemporary Verse, January; Tea Time, The 
Measure, October, 1921; The Cow, The Measure, October, 
1921. 

Sangster, Margaret E. Christmas Song, Ainslee's, January; 
Geisha Girl, Ainslee's, April. 

Santmyer, Helen. The Prairie Town, The Bookman, Dec., 1921. 

Saphier, William. Idle Afternoon, The Double Dealer, August- 
^ptember, 1921. 

Sapir, Edward. Barker, The Pay an, October-November, 1921; 
Mist and Gleam, The Pagan, December, 1921, January; 
The Moon’s Not Always Beautiful, The Double Dealer, 
October, 1921; Vestments, The Double Dealer, January; 
The King of Thule, The Nation, July 26 ; Upholding 
THE World (Based on a Jewish Folk-behef), The Double 
Dealer, November, 1921; The House to the Incoming 
Tenants, The Nation, September 7, 1922. 
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Sarett, I^w. The Swobd (To E. M., after reading “The Man 
with the Hoe”)» The Step Ladder, July, Thtjndebbrttms, 
A Chippewa War-Medicine Dance, The Lyric West, 
October, 1921; Indian Suwmee, Contemporary Verse, 
November, 1921; Fisheb op Stars, The Lyric West, June; 
Look fob Me, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; 
Dbohght, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; Mesa- 
Mist, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; Teton 
Mototain, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; Wind 
IN THE Pine, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921; To a 
Dead Pembina Wahriob, The Lyric West, March; Indian 
Sleep Song, The Norik American Review, January; Maple- 
SxjGAB Song, Broom, November, 1921; Leave Me to Mr 
Own, The Liherator, November, 1921; Old Oak, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 1921; The Weaver, Con- 
temporary Verse, August, 1921; The Tribe Sings, The 
Lyric West, October, 1921; Iron-Wind Dances, The 
Lyric West, October, 1921; Jumping-River Dances, The 
Lyric West, October, 1921; Double-Bear Dance, The 
Lyric West, October, 1921; Ghost-Wolf Dances, The 
Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Sargent, Sarah. Bessie, Lincoln Lore, April. 

Sargent, William D. O Wind A-Blowing, Lincoln Lore, 
March. 

Satterlee, Anna E. Birthdays, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Saul, George Brandon. Doves, Contemporary Verse, April; 
Sonnet, Contemporary Verse, Aprfi; “And Will the 
Dawn be Sad with Little Bells,” Contemporary Verse, 
November, 1921; Dialogue, Contemporary Verse, Novem- 
ber, 1921; “It is Night and the Wind Blows,” Con- 
temporary Verse, November, 1921; “I Saw the White 
Christ Like a Flame,” Contemporary Verse, November, 
1921; Night and Rain, Contemporary Vesre, November, 
1921; Figure, The New Republic, June 14; Chorus, The 
New Republic, May 10; The Years Go, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Prater, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Winter; When Dawn is Music on the Snow, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; Sonnet, Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Winter; There is no Need for Love, 
The Lyric, January; The End, The Lyric, December, 1921; 
Sonnets for Margaret, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; Elizabbth, Contemporary Verse, April; All, 
Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; The Song in the 
Night, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; I Thought of 
Yotr AT Fall of Night, Contemporary Verse, August, 
1921; Memory, Contemporary Verse, November, 1921. 

Saimders, "V^itelaw. The Dead Woman, All’s Well, November, 
1921; Pagan, Ragan, December, 1921, January; A Wood- 
Carving, The Lyric West, June; The Woman with a Fan, 
Tempo, Autumn; 1921. 
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Savage, Edgar. Self-Slain, The Wave, January; Michael, 
The Wave, January. 

Savage, Henry. The Witch, The Wave, February. ^ 

Savage, Mary Stebbins. The Patriot. The Christian Century, 

My 6. 

Sawyer, M. White. Spring Promise, The Granite Monthly, 
June, 

Scheffauer, Ethel Talbot. The Tropic Screen, The Double 
Dealer, August-September, 1921 

Schmidt, Jr., Fritz L. Washington, The Poet and Philoso'pher, 
September, 1921; Christmas Memories, The Poet and 
Philosopher, January; To the New Year — 1922, The 
Poet and Philosopher, January. 

Schneider, Isidor. Conversation, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; The Mist, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June; The 
Beggar and the Vendor, The Measure ,January; The 
Lampposts, The Measure, January; Empty Lot, The 
Measure, January; The People, The Measure, January; 
The Houses, The Measure, January; The Gutter, The 
Measure, January; Sunset, The Measure, January. 

Schriftgeisser, Hetty B. Five Sense Pictures: Sight, Smell, 
Taste, Touch, Hearing. Boston Teachers* News Letter*, 
Maeleen Wanted the Moon, Boston Teachers' News 
Letter*, Four Voices Give Thanks: A Child Speaks, 
A Lover Speaks, The Voice of the Returned Warrior, 
The Voice of Age, Boston Teachers' News Letter. 

Schutze, Lenore. Sonnet, To Alfred Tennyson, The Lyric 
West, July-August. 

Schutze, Martin. May, The Freeman, May 31. 

Schwartz, Ida D. White Trash (Mingo County, W. Va ), The 
Pagan, October-November, 1921; Before Dawn, The 
Nomad, Spring, 1922. 

ScoUard, Clinton. The White Thought, Harper's Magazine, 
January; Vagabond Days, Harper's Magazine, June; 
In the Plaza (Saint Augustine), The Lyric, May; 
Tomorrow, Munsey's Magazine, June; The Journey, 
Munsey's Magazine, May; Moonlight, Munsey's Maga- 
zine, February; Christmas Canticle, Scribner's Maga- 
zine, December, 1921; The Numbered Hours, Ainslee's 
Magazine, January. 

ScoUard, Elisabeth. The Garden, Munsey's Magazine, June. 

Scott, Arlie Wyatt. The Secret Impetus, The Poet and Phi- 
losopher, September, 1921. 

Scruggs, E. J. The Call, The Nomad, Spring, 1922. 

Seabury, David. Gbthsemane, Harper's Magazine, March. 

Seabury, Emma Playter. Pictures, The Step Ladder, July. 

Searcy, Helene. April Dawn, The Lyric West, April; Person- 
ality, The Lyric West, April. 

SeaweU, Ellen. Cana, The American Poetry Magazine, June; 
The Crucifix, The American Poetry Magazme, February. 
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Seiffert, Marjorie Allen. Sequence, Contemporary Verse, May; 
Enigma, Voices, A Magazine of Verse, Summer. 

Selver, P. Subueban Landscape, Broom, February. 

Seton, Ebirold. The Little Things of Life, Munsey's Magazine, 
March; The Playees and Their Plats, Munsey's 
Magazine, February; Puzzles in Proverbs, Munsey*s 
Magazine, January. 

Seymour, George Steele. Ballade of Ant Town, The Step 
Ladder, February; Scaramouche, The Step Ladder, June. 

Shallcross, Eleanor Custis. Rain, The Catholic World, May. 

Shanks, Edward. Winter Trees, The Measure, March; The 
Wind, The Measure, March; Lew is Piaget, Alba: from 
THE I^ovENCAL, The Reviewer, December, 1921. 

Shao Yeh (8th Century A.D.). Looking Out on One Departing 
(Translated from the Chinese by Albion N Fellows and 
T. Y. Leo), The Measure, June. 

Sharpman, Maude Ralston. India’s Roll Call, Unity, June 1. 

Sharp, Clarence A. Mt Lesser Songs, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921 ; A Twilight Picture, The Country 
Bard, Summer^Autumn, 1921; Song op a Team Driver, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Her Rebuke, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; A Prater, 
The Country Bard, Summei^-Autumn, 1921; O I Could 
Write, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; In 
Mt Autumn Garden, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; Just to be Out, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Bothood Scenes, The Country 
Bard, Summer^Autumn, 1921; 0 Chanticleer, The 
Country Bard, Winter; Rural Advices, The Country Bard, 
Winter; Giving Up, The Country Bard, Winter; Raint 
Dat Verses, The Country Bard, Winter; A January Boy, 
The Country Bard, Winter; Snowbirds, The Country Bard, 
Winter; The Smell o’ the Hat, The Country Bard, 
Winter; O Sing Me Some Song, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Work Creed of a Real Man, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Joseph’s Kind, The Country Bard, Sprmg; Inspiration, 
The Country Bard, Spring; The Plea at Ellis Island, 
The Country Bard, Spring; To Clttie, The Country Bard, 
Spring; Concerning Swallows, etc.. The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Too Eager, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Absolute Faith, The Country 
Bard, Spring; Impressionism, The Country Bard, Winter; 
By the Coal BDeiaver, The Country Bard, Wmter; Eight- 
een AND Fifty, The Country Bard, Winter; A November 
Song, The Country Bard, Winter; The River, The Country 
Bard, Winter; Is it You? The Country Bard, Winter; 
A Barn Song, Down by the Meadow, Pick bEer for a 
Wipe, Mt Horse Jack, On an April Afternoon, A 
Spring Sermon, Barnyard Philosophy, Mutton Only, 
The Country Bard, Spring; The Village Boy, The Country 
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Bard, Spring; Give Us Dreams, The Country Bard, 
Summer; W’sere Motjntain Latobls Bloom, The 
Country Bard, Summer; He Waves His Cap, The Country 
Bard, Summer; I Plow Mt Orchard Slopes, The Country 
Bard, Sprmg; To That Little Bird, The Country Bard, 
Spring; White Clover, The Country Bard, Spring; Fra 
Angelico, The Country Bard, Summer; A Comradeship, 
The Country Bard, Winter; The Trees, The Cmintry Bard, 
Winter; Kersey Hickories, The Country Bard, Winter; 
Song of a City Bard, The Country Bard, Winter; The 
Prophecy, The Country Bard, Winter; Old Sports, The 
Country Bard, Winter; The Gravedigger’s Resolution, 
The Country Bard, Winter; Spring Morning, The Country 
Bard, Spring; Sick Chickens, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn,, 1921; To Some Women, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Ovbreducated, The Country 
Bard, Summep-Autumn, 1921; Goodness and Goodness, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; To a Worried 
Poet, The Country Bard, Sum m d^Autumn, 1921; Cures, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Information, 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Too Bad! 
The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; The Lollypop 
Kid, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; Time 
Again, The Country Bard, Summep-Autum , 1921; Autumn 
AND the Straw-Stacks, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921; A Bite in an Apple, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; At the Plow, The Country Bard, 
Summep-Autumn, 1921; Explaining June, The Country 
Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921. 

Shedd, John A. The Living Dante, The Forum, Dante Number, 
1921. 

Shepard, Alice M. Awakenings, The Granite Monthly, March. 

Shepherd, Dombey. Concordia, The American Poetry Magazine, 
February; The Supreme Adventure, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February; Refulgence (Joseph Andrew 
Galahad), The American Poetry Magazine, June; Freedom, 
Contemporary Verse, December, 1921; Omnipresence, 
Contemporary Verse, December, 1921; The Outcast, 
Contemporary Verse, December, 1921. 

Sherwood, Margaret. The Present Hour, Scribner * s Magazine, 
February. 

Shipman, Clare. Orange Pekoe, The Lyric West, January; 
Recompense, The Lyric West, January. 

ShoU, Anna McClure. Ruysbroeck, The Catholic World, January. 

Siegrist, Mary. Reality, New York Herald, January 8; Makers 
of Music, In Invocation, The New York Times, July 30; 
The Silent Singer, The New York Times, September 18, 
1921; Whom Spring Loves Best, The New York Times, 
March 12; Gandhi, The Survey, April 8; Main Street 
Mumbles On, The New York Times, January 27; My 



Tobch, The Gleaner, June; The Poets, The New York 
Times, July 17. 

Sigmund, Jay G. The “Wbitb Moment, The Lyric, AprJ; 
Thistle, The American Poetry Magazine, June; Cowslips, 
The Country Bard, Spring; The Btheder, The Country 
Bard, Sprmg; We Who Fobget, The Country Bard, Spring; 
Bewilderment, The Pagan, Becember, 1921, January; 
Fossils, Davenport Times, November 2, 1921; The 
Letter-Carrier, Davenport Times, November 7, 1921; 
Years, Rock Island Argus, November 1, 1921; A Break 
IN the Drought, Chicago Post, July 7; The Yellow, 
Breasted Chat, Rock Island Argus, July 8; To a Garden, 
Snail, Rock Island Argus, July 10; Tas Cicada, Cedar 
Rapids Republican, July 18; Mushrooms, The Midland, A 
Magazine of Verse, July; Faded Wreath, Davenport Times. 
December, 5, 11921; Blue-Jay, Cedar Rapids Republican, 
December 16, 1921; A For Co Jlt, Rock Island Argus, De- 
cember 3, 1921; Aviators, Des Moines Register and Leader, 
February; Rabbits, Sports Afld, February; The Parrot- 
Cincinnodi Times Star, October 25, 1921; Barnacles, The 
Springfield Republican, October 23, 1921 ; Birds op Prey, 
American Poetry Magazine, Midsummer, 1921; To My 
Daughter, Cedar Rapids Republican, May 27; June 
Woods, Rock Island Argus, May 27, Storm, Rock Island 
Argus, June 4; Sacred Ibis, The Chicago Post, Jime 4; To 
A Goldfinch, Rock Island, Argus, April 8; Lady’s Maid, 
Rock Island Argus, April 1; To a Scissors Grinder, The 
Chicago Post, April 24; Pageant, The Chicago Post, Marcb 
31; In April, Rock Island Argus, April; Tempted, Rock 
Island Argv^, March 29; A Rain Song, Cedar Rapids Repul>- 
lican. May 27; The Menister’b Wipe, The Country Bard, 
December, 1921; The House of the Living Dead, Rock 
Island Argus, April 22; The Bat, The Chicago Post, March 
30; Train Message, Rock Island Argus, April 3; The 
Wise Man, Rock Island Argus, October 17, 1921; The 
Father op Waters, Rock Island Argus, October 11, 1921; 
Walt Whitman, The Springfield Republican; The Athe- 
nian, Rock Island Argus, February; The Killers, Rock 
Islarid Argus, March 5; John Turner, M.D., Rock Island 
Argus, February 28. 

Sill, Louise Morgan. Tigers, Harper's Magazine, January. 

Simmons, Laura. Apocalypse, The Catholic World, Jime; 

1 Bartimeus, The Catholic World, November, 1921. 

Simons, Hi. Portrait of an Old Roue, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February; The Stab, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
February; Taps, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
Dust in the Road, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
Scintillations, The Wave, June; Tree, The Wave, June; 
Moonrise, The Wave, June; Eternally, The Wave, June. 

Simple, Sam. Concernin’ Paintin’, The Country Bard, Winter. 
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Simpson, William H. Bareback, Foetry, A Magamie of Verse, 
May; Navajo, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Desert 
Night, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Manana, 
Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May, Campo Santo, Foetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, May; Hepi Song of the Desert, 
Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Les Llanos, Foetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, May; De Noche, Foetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, May; So Little You Are, Foetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, May; Yucca is Yellowing, Foetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, May; Tewa Song, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May; Inarticulate, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; 
Country Night, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Trees 
Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, May; Landscape, Foetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, May; Burro Loads, Foetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, May. 

Sitwell, Osbert. Maxixe, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Skeen, Ruth Loomis. A Mother’s ftiATER, The Magnificat, 
February; To the Little Flower, The Magnificat, 
February; In Santa Fe, The Step Ladder, July; The 
Hills of Santa Fe, The Lyric West, June; The Blue Bird, 
The Lyric West, Jime. 

Skinner, Constance Lindsay. Mandolines Under the Moon, 
The Lyric West, May; Creed, The Lyric West, December, 
1921; As 1?HE Rivers, Contemporary Verse, September, 
1921; Song of David Before Saul, The Lyric West, 
September, 1921; Winter Dawn, Foetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February; Nak-Ku Replies, The Lyric West, 
July-August; Kan-il-lak the Singer to Nak-ku, The 
Lyric West, July-August. 

Sloan, J. Blandmg, Atlas, The Century Magazine, April. 

Sloan, J. Vandervoort. Life and Sleep, The Double Dealer, 
August-September, 1921. 

Smith, Adeline Holton. The Woodsey Trail, The Granite 
Monthly, June; Morning in the Valley of the Mad 
River, The Granite Monthly, February; Spring and Dawn 
(An Allegory), The Granite Monthly, April. 

Smith, Alfred J. Storms, The Foet and Philosopher, Sept., 1921. 

Smith, Clark Ashton. In Lemuria, The Lyric West, July-August; 
The Infinite Quest, The Lyric West, July-August; 
The Absence of the Muse, The Lyric West, October, 
1921; Haunting, The Lyric West, February; RosaMystica, 
The Lyric West, December, 1921. 

Smith, Harriet E. November, The Fagan, August-September, 
1921. 

Smith, Laurine. Swallows Brush a Pool, Foetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, October, 1921; Wind, Foetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, October, 1921; Joy, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; Ceremony, Foetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; First Comer, Foetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, October, 1921. 
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Smith, Marion Couthouy. Late in Spring, The New York Times, 
May; The City of the Dead, The Sewanee Review, 
October-December, 1921; A Picture, Harper * s Magazine, 
November, 1921; The Years Walk Gaily (Tribute to 
Edwin Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step 
Ladder, June; The Trees That Lean Over Water, The 
Step Ladder, March; I Shall Not Mind, The Outlook, 
September 28, 1921; 1921; Companions, Contemporary 
Verse, March; Valedictory, Contemporary Verse, March; 
The Old Burying Ground, Contemporary Verse, March; 
On Silent Wings, Harper * s Magazine, July. 

Smith, Nora Archibald. Death, the Sculptor, Scribner * s 
M agazine, July; Let Mb In! Contemporary Verse, January^ 

Smith, Sarah Bixby. Blowing Grasses, The Lyric West, March. 

Smithson, Edith M. O Tell Me, The New Pen, April-May. 

Snedigar, Robert Negligee, T?ie Liberator, December, 1921. 

Snow, Charles Wilbert. The Paving Quarry, The Nation,. 
October 12, 1921. 

Snow, Royall. Variations on a Very Old Theme, The Pagan,. 
December, 1921, January; Veritas, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921; Cloud-Rift, Contemporary Verse, 
February. 

Southworth, Victor E. To the Meadowlark, Unity, June 22. 

Spears, Raymond S. Opportunity, Mun8ey*s Magazine, 
January. 

Spencer, Alice B Night, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921. 

Spencer, Lillian White. Santo DoMiNGO-EAsrER, The Lyria 
West, April; The Old Pueblo, The Lyric West, November, 
1921; San Miguel Tlazcaltecos, The Lyric West, 
February; Aspens — Colorado, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Speyer, Leonora. Faggi’s Statue of Eve, Contemporary Verse, 
July; “I Have a Rendezvous wtth Death,” (A tree is 
planted in Washington Square, New York, in memory of 
Alan Seeger), The Lyric, September, 1921; Migration, 
The Century Magazine, July; Sign of the Heart Inn, 
The Nation, November 9, 1921; Words to Sleep Upon, 
The Boohman, May; Tears for Sale, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, July 8; Opinions, 
The liter ary Review of the New York Evening Post, October 
22, 1921; In Praise of Abhigada, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, February; Upon Reading a Love-Lyric, Con- 
temporary Verse, August, 1921; Two Women Meet, Con- 
temporary Verse, July; Measure Mb, Sky! The Bookman, 
September, 1921; TmiEE Persian Tiles (Translated from 
^e Imaginary), The Nation, October 12, 1921; Moon in 
THE Morning, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Protest 
IN Passing, The Measure, March. 

Spicer, Anne Higginson. The Cathedral Calls, AlTs WeU, 
February; The Valley Unvisitbd, The American Poetry 
Magazine, June; The Foggy Sabbath, The American 
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Foetry Magazine, February; The Auction, Tke Wave, 
June. 

Spingam, J. E. Sheine, The Nation, IVlarch 22. 

Stait, Virginia Befoee Communion, Tempo, Autumn, 1921; 
Lotus, The Ajax, July; Residue, The Dady Progress, 
April; Bequeathed, The Daily Progress, May, 1918; The 
Ajax, August, 1921; Finalities, The American Poetry 
Magazine, February. 

Starbuck, Victor. The Widowee, Tke Outlooh, June 21. 

Starrett, Vmcent. Dandelions, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; Ckescent Moon, The Double Dealer, June; 
Rain, AWs Well, September, 1921; Ivanhoe, The Freeman, 
May 3; Self Poetrait, AlVs Well, August, 1921; House, 
AITs Well, September, 1921; Return, AWs Well, Septem- 
ber, 1921; Palimpsest, AWs Well, September, 1021; 
Turtle, The Step Ladder, May; Cricket, The Step Ladder, 
May; Squirrel, The Step L^der, May; Picture, The 
Boolman, January; Dies Irae, The Step Ladder, June. 

Steiss, A. J. Gray Sails, Tke Magnificat, February. 

Sterlmg, George. Beauty Renounced, AWs Well, April; “57,” 
AWs Well, January; To Beauty, AWs Well, October, 1921; 
From the Heights, AWs Well, October, 1921; Enigma, 
AWs Well, October, 1921; Princess on the Headland, 
AWs Well, Deceml^r, 1921; The Night Migration, The 
Literary Review of Bie New York Evening Post, May IS; 
Pumas, The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
March 25; The Evening Star, AWs Well, August, 1921; 
Problem, The Lyric West, February; The Hidden Pool, 
The Reviewer, March; The Lost Nymph, The Reviewer, 
December, 1921; The Wild Sivan, The Smart Set, April; 
Rainbow’s End, Ainslee*s Magazine, February; The Gulls, 
The NaUcm, March 22; Poe’s Gravestone, The Nation, 
September 7, 1921; Ode to Shelley, Scribner* $ Magazine, 
July; Careless, The Bookman, August, 1921. 

Stevens, A. Borden. Sacrosanct, The New Pen, April-May. 

Stevens, Eleanor Mathews. On Returning From a Journey, 
Ainslee*s Magazine, February. 

Stevens, Wallace. Hymn From a Watermelon Pavilion, Broom, 
June; Stars at Tallapoosa, Broom, June; Another 
Weeping Woman, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1921; Frogs Eat Butterflies, Snabces Eat Frogs, 
Hogs Eat Snakes, Men Eat Hogs, The Dial, July; The 
Ordinary Women, The Dial, July; Bantams in Pine 
Woods, Tke Dial, July; Hmiscus on the Sleeping 
Shores, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921, 
0 Florida, Venereal Soil, The Did, July; The Emperor 
OF Ice Cream, The Dial, July; The Snow Man, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; The Doctor of 
Geneva, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921, 
The Bird with the Coppery, Keen Claws, Broom, 
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December, 1921; A High-Toned Old Christian Woman 
The Dial, Jiily; On the Manner of Addressing Clouds 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; The Cuban 
Doctor, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; 
Tea at the Palaz of Hoon, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; Gubbinal, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921; Of Heaven Considered as a Tomb, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921; The Load 
OF Sugar Cane, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1921; Prom the Misery of Don Joost, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, October, 1921, Palace op the Babies, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921 

Stewart, Anna Bird. My Little Yesterday, The Pictorial 
Review, May. 

Stewart, Clare. Return, Contemporary Verse, August, 1921; 
By the Beach Sleeping, Contemporary Verse, August, 
1921. 

Stewart, Editb Adams. By an Open Window in May, The 
American Poetry Magazine, April. 

Stewart, Marjory. Sometimes, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Stewart, Winifr^ Gray, Protest, The Lyric West, June, 

Stillwell, Ethel Brooks. The Return, The Lyric West, June. 

Stockett, M. Letitia. To a Musician, Contemporary Verse, 
January; A Song, Contemporary Verse, Pebruary. 

Stockton, Peter. My Bicycle and I, Lincoln Lore, March. 

Stoddard, Yetta Kay. Spring in California (The Hosts), The 
American Poetry Magazine, Pebruary; Storm-Vigil, The 
American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Storer, Edward. Gold, Broom, June; Broken Image, Broom, 
June; Dreams, Broom, June; By the Shore, Broom, June; 
Illusion, Broom, June. 

Storey, Violet Alleyn. Remembrance, Barper^s Magazine, Mar(^. 

Stork, Charles Wharton. Green Fire, The Bookman, April; 
The Platonic Lover, Ainslee's Magazine, July; The 
Troubadour of God, The Lync, February; Horizon, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; Wake Me to Life! 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; To Trees at Night, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; “Sweet Custom is 
THE Chiepest Pood op Love,” The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921; The Parson o* Porlock Tovsn, 
The Freeman, October 12, 1921; The Forbidden Rose, 
The Freeman, July 12; Truancy, The Lyric West, Novem- 
ber, 1921; Half-light Happiness, The Lyric West, 
November, 1921; To Heifetz, The L^o West, November, 
1921. 

Storm, Marian. The Dancing Pern, The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, November 26, 1921- 

Straus, Edna Adelaide. At St. Roch's Chapel, The Double 
Dealer, March. 

Street, Mary Dallas. To C. S. J. (November, 1920), The Remewen 
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November, 1921; Today, The R&viewer, July; Adam 
Speaks, The Reviewer^ April. 

Strobel, Marion. We Have a Day, Poetry, A Magasine of Verse, 
March; Spring Morning, Poetry, a Magamne of Verse, 
March; Tonight, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; 
The Silence Stirs Again, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Daily Prayer, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Frightened Face, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March; Admonition, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; 
I Would Pretend, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; 
The Night, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March; L’Envoi, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March 

Strode, Muriel. Sifting My Dreams, The Boston Transcript 

Strong, Helen Clark. I am Not Hard to Satisfy, Contemporary 
Verse, May. 

Strong, William. The Unmasking, Scribner ^ s Magazine, August, 
1921. 

Strother, H. Dana. Solitude, The Poet and Philosopher, Septem- 
ber, 1921. 

Stuart, John Rollin. The Poet, The Granite Monthly, April. 

Sturdy-Smith, Margaret. The Flight op Yoitth, The Country 
Bard, Spring. 

Sturges, Lucy Hale. Temporal, The Lyric West, May; Noon, 
The Lyric West, May; Romance, The Lyric West, May; 
Night's End, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Sturges, Oliver T. My Friend’s Wife, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921* 

Sturges-Jones, Marion. Desolation, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921. 

Sullivan, D. C. licE Fight to Survive, The New Pen, April-May. 

Sullivan, Maurice S, Telegraph Poles, All's Well, August, 1921. 

Summers, Uewelyn. Saying it With Flowers, Lincoln Lore, 
December, 1921. 

Svom, Teodora (M. D, H.) To The Pagan, October- 

November, 1921; Nocturne, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921; Grandmbre, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; 
The Pagan, October-November, 1921. 

Swartz, David Lester. The Wisconsin Dells, The American 
Poetry Magazine, April. 

Swearingen, Mabel. Chime of Christmas Bells, The Poet and 
Philosopher, January. 

Swett, Margery. Patience, The Lyric West, February; The 
Storm, The Lytic West, February; Finis, The Lyric West, 
February; The City, The Lyric West, February, 

Swift, Ivan. Descent, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 
1921; Circles, The Step Ladder, April. 

Symons, A^ur. A MCasque of Shadows, The Double Dealer, 
June; Trees in Paris: 1890, The Double Dealer, January; 
Song, The Double Dealer, January; Alvisi Contarini, 
The Double Dealer, December, 1921. 
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Taggard, Genevieve. For a Sky Lover, The Nation; Little 
Hamlet, The Measure, January; Beach Cabdt, The 
Measure, January; Angtjlab, The Measure, January; 
Spring Touch, The Measure, January; The Long Magic, 
The Measure, January; Child Tropics Bemembered in 
New England, The I^rie West, June; Jxjst Intbodhced, 
The Bookman, February; For a Shy Lover, The Nation, 
November 9, 1921; The Quiet Woman, The Liberator, 
September, 1921; With Child, The Liberator, December, 
1921; The Poet in the Basement, The Measure, Septem- 
ber, 1921; Dying Away Song (Hoary Puck passes a 
favorite pasture). Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 
1921; She Comes After Years to the Ocean, The 
Lyric West, December, 1921; Moods op Women: Going 
Home, Sdc O’clock; Summer Evening, The Lyric West, 
December, 1921. 

Tagore, Rabindranath. Once When We Were Both Together, 
The Nation, August 24, 1921. 

Tallis, Grey. Portrait of a Mother, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; 
Life, The Nomad, Spring, 1922; Red Mountain, The 
Nomad, Summer, 1922; Dead Bird, The Nomad, Summer, 
1922; Rain, The Nomad, Summer, 1922. 

Tanaquil, Paul. Seeking and Finding Not, Contempyrary 
Verse, January; Words, Contemporary Verse, January; 
The Return op the I^odiqal, The Lyric West, July- 
August; The Lover, Poetry, A Magcmne of Verse, 
February; Nous N’Irons Plus Au Bois, Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Autumn, 1921; Pedant, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer; Two Mjar, The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Tanenbaum, Florence. Baal — Moloch, The Liberator, January; 
Mortgaged, The Liberator, June. 

Tate, Allen. Parthenia, The Double Dealer, July; William 
Blake, The Double Dealer, July; Euthanasia, The Double 
Dealer, May. 

Tate, Orley Allen. Red Stains, The American Poetry Magasine, 
Autumn, 1921. 

Taylor, Dwight. Some Piebrots Come From Behind the 
Moon, The Bookman, May. 

Taylor, Eletha May, Soft Winds, The American Poetry Magcmne, 
February. 

Taylor, Lucile L. The Dancer, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921; The Phantom, The Lyric West, December, 1921. 

Taylor, Nell. Narcissi in a Glass Bowl, The American Poetry 
Magcmne, June. 

Teasdale, Sara. The Wise Woman, The Century Magcmne, 
September, 1921; Words for an Old Air, Scribner * s 
M agcmne, August, 1921; Those Who Love, Scribner's 
Magcmne, August, 1921; Wisdom, The Century Magcmne, 
June; Not by the Sea, Harper's Magcmne, December, 
1921; Sleepless Night, The Century Magcmne, March; 
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Blue Staegbass, Scribner * s Magazine, August, 1921; The 
Sea-Lover, S(yribners* Magazine, August, 1921; Winter 
Sun, Lenox, The Bookman, December, 1921; The Crtstal 
Gazer, The Yale Remew, October, 1921; The Solitary, 
The Yale Remew, October, 1921; Full Moon, Santa 
Barbara, The Bookman, December, 1921; Twilight, The 
Bookman, December, 1921; Evening, The New Republic, 
August 24, 1921 

Temple, May O. Willows and Paims, The Country Bard, 
Spring; A Beautiful Gray Day, The Country Bard, 
Winter; Face it Squarely, The Country Bard, Summer- 
Autumn, 1921. 

Thanbouser, Marian. At Night, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921. 

Thomas, Edith M. So Many Joys, The Christian Century, 
March 16; Feuille — Mobte, Harper * s Magazine, May; 
Escape, Harper's Magazine, October, 1921. 

Thomas, Elizabeth Wilkins. Ego, The New Republic, July 12. 

Thomas, Jack C. Lassitude, The Pagan, December, 1921. 

Thomas, Martha Banning. Babblers, The Double Dealer, 
April; Lucy, The Measure, June; Lodo, The Measure, 
Jime; Miss Anna, The Measure, June, Fore-Light, 
Contemporary Verse, September, 1921. 

Thompson, Basil. Revealment, The Lync, July. 

Thomson, 0. R. Howard. February 23, 1922, The Sun, 
Williamsport, February 24; The Unknown Soldier, 
Public Ledger, November 10, 1921; Evening, Contemporary 
Verse, April 

Thu-Fu. Marching to War (Translated by Florence Brinkman), 
The Freeman, April 5. 

Thurston, Helen. Woodland Sketches, The Lyric West, June; 
Cobwebs, The Lyric West, September, 1921; Butter- 
PMES, The Lyric West, September, 1921; Thistledown, 
The Lync West, September, 1921. 

Tietjens, Eunice. Fire, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February. 

Toner, Edythe C. Longing, The Poet and Philosopher, January, 

Towne, Charles Hanson London, Ainslee*s, April; The Advance 
Guard, Munsey*s Magazine, March; Wonder, The 
Century Magazine, February; Enigma, HarpeVs Magazine, 
March; In April, Harper's Magazine, April. 

Tracey, Tom. A Room in Greenwich Village, The Pagan, 
August-September, 1921. 

Tractman, Judith. Complexity, The Liberator, May. 

Trapnell, Edna Valentine. Cherry-Bloom, The Smart Set, April; 

^ BUppiness, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Trask, Sherwood. Sing, Cornbelt Men, The Liberator, January. 

Trausil, Hans. The Cat (Italian Quarter, New York City), 
The Measure, March 

Trigg, Emma Gray. Conquered, Contemporary Verse, March; 
Green Mist, The Reviewer, April. 
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Trombly, Albert Edmund. The Dead Master, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921; Out op Your Manlt Heart (Tribute* to Edwin 
Markham on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, 
June; A Boy’s Hands (For May), The Midland, December, 
1921; The Fields, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle 
West, December, 1921; The Dead Master (E H R), 
Tempo, Autumn, 1921; To Certain Trees, The Midland, 
A Magazune of the Middle West, December, 1921; Walls, 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, December, 
1921; Texas Rangers, Owenwood Magazine, February; 
Facets, Foet Lore, Winter Number, 1921; Footfalls, 
Poet Lore, Winter Number, 1921; Red Rose, Poet Lore, 
Winter Number, 1921; Stardust, Poet Lore, Wmter 
Number, 1921; “The Man With the Hoe” (For E. M. 
on his Seventieth Birthday), The Step Ladder, June; 
Play, AlVs Well, January; Tbce Log House, The Lyric 
West, March; Renan, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; 
Gentile, Contemporary Verse, September, 1921, 

Troth, John Theodore. Prescience, The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Troy, Daniel W. Luella Was Right, At That, Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921. 

Trueblood, Orestes. First Love, The Measure, January. 

Ts*uei-B[ao. The Yellow Crane Tower (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Baang Kang-hu), The Freeman, January 4. 

Ts’uei T’u. A Solitary Weld Goose (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, January 4. 

Ts’ui Hu (circa Ninth Century A.D.) Inscribed Where Once 
Some One Was Seen (Translated from the Chinese by 
Albion N. Fellows and T. Y. Leo), The Measure, June. 

Tsu Yung. On Seeing the Snow-Peak op Chunq-Nan (Trans- 
lated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, 
January 4. 

Tu Ch’inniang The Gold-Threaded Robe (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, 
January 4. 

Tucker, Beverley Randolph. Today, Based Upon an Idea 
Suggested by a Sanskrit Translation, The Reviewer, 
February. 

Tu Fu (A.D. 712-770). A Song op Dagger-Dancing to a 
Girl Pupil op Lady Kung Sung (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Literary Remew of the 
New York Evening Post, October, 29, 1921; A Hearty 
Welcome to Vice-Peepect Ts’ Uei (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kai^-hu), The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, October 29, 1921; A Draw- 
ing OP A Horse by General Ts’ Ao at Secretary 
Wei Feng’s House (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang Kang-hu), The iMerary R^ew of the New York 
Evening Post, October 29, 1921; Staying at the General’s 
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Hbadqxjaetees (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang Kang-hu), The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, October 29, 1921; On Leaving the Tomb 
OF Premier Fang (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang Kang-hu), The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, October 29, 1921; A Song of a Prince 
Deposed (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang 
Kang-bu), The Literary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, October 29, 1921; To Li Po at the Set’s End 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Literary B&view of the New York Evening Post, October 
29, 1921; A Night Abroad (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang Kang-hu), The Literary Review of the New 
York Evening Posi, October 29, 1921; A Letter to 
Censor Hati (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang 
Kang-hu), The Literary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, October 29, 1921; Night in the Watch Tower 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Literary R^ew of the New York Evening Post, October, 
29, 1921; A Night Vigil in the Left Court of the 
Palace (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang- 
hu), The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
October 29, 1921; The War Chariot (Translated from 
the Chinese by Albion N. Fellows and T. Y. Leo), The 
Measure, June; A Song of War Chariots (Translated 
from the Chinese by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The New Reyuhhc, November 2, 1921. 

Tu Hsun-He. A Sigh in the Spring Palace (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, 
January 4. 

Tu Mu. A Mooring on the Ch’in-Haui River (Translated 
by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Bookman, 
December, 1921; A Letter to Han Cho the Yang-Chou 
Magistrate (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang 
Kang-hu), The Bookman, December, 1921; A Statement 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Bookman, December, 1921; In the Autumn Night 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
Thv Bookman, December, 1921; Parting (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Baang Kang-hu), The Bookman, 
Dwember, 1921; A Night at an Inn (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Bookman, 
December, 1921; The Garden of the Golden Valley 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Bookman, December, 1921; By the Purole Cliff 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Bookman, December, 1921; I Climb to Look-Out 
Cemetery Before Leaving for Wu-Hsing (Translated 
by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Bookman, 
December, 1921, 



Tunstall, Virginia Lyne, The Unknown Soldier, The Nomad, 
Spring, 1922; Evening on the Harbor, The Lyric, June; 
Parting, The Lyric, November, 1921; Songs for April, 
The Lyric, Aprd; Winter Wind, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Winter; Pain, The Lyric, July; Sonata Appas- 
siONATA, The Lyric, March; After li>NG Years, The 
Lyric, January; November Roses, The Lyric, December, 
1921; Recompense, The Lyric, October, 1921, Sacrament, 
The Lyric, September, 1921. 

TurbyfiU, Mark. Personal Theme With Nature Accompani- 
ment, The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
June 24; Spectres of Spring, Youth, A Magadne of the 
Arts, January; A Personal Theme, The Literary R^ew 
of the New York Evening Post, June 24. 

Turner, Alva N. To Two Motherless Kittens, Contact, 
Advertising Number; Margarette, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, Jime; Our Sorrow, Poebi^, A Magazine of Verse, 
June; Old Age, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Turner, Ethel D. Noon, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Turner, Prances Wright. October, The Granite Monthly, October, 
1921. 

Tuttle, Morris M. To a Hero op the Great Strife: Dedicated 
to Max Lustig, A E. F., The Beacon Light 

Tyier-Cope, Helen. Tee Hills op New Jersey, The Country 
Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; You're Just a Bit op 
Heaven, The Country Bard, Spring 

Uerkvitz, Herta. Moon Madness, The Lyric West, January; 
Mud, The Lyric West, January. 

Underwood, Edna Worthley. Improvisations From Old 
Chinese Paintings, The Lyric West, May; Dances of 
Flame, The Lyric West, January. 

Underwood, John Curtis. Aria, The Lyric West, June; Waiting- 
Mist, The Lync West, June. 

Unna, Sarah. Roads, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March. 

Untermeyer, Jean Starr. Bad Weather, The Reviewer, March; 
The Passionate Sword, The Bookman, August, 1921; 
Gothic, The Double Dealer, October, 1921; Song op a 
Woman, The Liberator, May; Lake Song, The Century 
Magazine, September, 1921; Anti-Erotic, Broom, Decem- 
ber, 1921; Mjst, Broom, December, 1921; From the 
Day-Book op a Forgotten Prince, Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, November, 1921. 

Untermeyer, Louis. Stand With 3VIe Here, The Nation, March 
29; The Single Song (Grenville MeUen 1799-1841), The 
Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, July 15; 
Dorothy Dances, The Bookman, November, 1921; 
Daughter of Jephthah, The Century Magazine, March; 
He Goads E^mbelf, The Yale Review, April; Two Women, 
The Reviewer, December, 1921; The Mother, The 

SST 



Reviewer, July; Design foe a Pehfect World, The 
Liberator, May; The Yoxtng Men, The Literary Review of 
the New York Evening Rost, October 29, 1921; Variations 
ON a Modern Theme, The New Republic, February 15; 
Monologue From a Mattress, Poetry, A Magassine of 
Verse, March. 

Upper, Joseph. Triumph, Tempo, kutnmxx, 1921; Hermitage, 
The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921. 

Urmy, Clarence. California Woodlands, Munsey'a Magazine, 
March. 


Vail, Lammon. A Child in the Dark, Contemporary Verse, 
February. 

Vail, Lawrence. Cannibalistic Love Song, Gargoyle, January- 
February. 

Van de Poel, Romanie. The Last Word, The Country Bard, 
Spring; Song Sparrow, The Country Bard, Winter; 
Contemplative, The Country Bard, Winter. 

Vandereook, John W. Comparison, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921. 

Van Doren, Carl. Pascal D’Angelo, The Nation, January 25. 

Van Dusen, Washington. Song of Dawn, The Farm Journal, 
June. 

Van Rensselaer, Mrs. Schuyler. Youth and I, Scribner's 
Magazine, April; Asked of Mt Age, Harper's Magassine, 
January; TffE IJltimatb Harvest, Harper's Magazine, 
September, 1921. 

Vedder, Miriam. April Evening, The Liberator, February; 
Silent, The Measure, December, 1921. 

Viereck, George Sylvester. Respite (For M. E. V.), The Liberator, 
September, 1921. 

Vinal, Harold. I Shall Feel, Contemporary Verse, June; Sea 
Mood, Contemporary Verse, June; Sea Urge, Tempo, 
Autumn, 1921; Tokens, The Bookman, January; Cherish 
My Love, The Liberator, January; Trees in April, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; She Sews, The Double 
Dealer, May; Earth Lover, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; To Persephone, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; Sea Nearness, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Winter; Nocturne, The Liberator, March; Sea Memory, 
The Liberator, February; When You Come Back, The 
Wave, June; Spring Flame, The Granite Monthly, April; 
The Return, The Granite Monthly, April; Last of April, 
The Granite Monthly, April; Gone, The Granite Monthly, 
April; Last Days, The Granite Monthly, April; The House 
of Dust, The Pagan, August-September, 1921; Until, 
The Pagan, December, 1921, January; Sonnet, All's 
Well, November, 1921, April; Night Memory, The 
Nomad, Spring, 1922; Spring Beauty, The Lyric West, 
April; Little Song, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter; 
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Decoration, Voices^ A Journal of Verse, Summer; 
Tornado, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; The Sea 
Remembers, The Lync, May; Query, The Lync, August, 
1921 ; A Song fob April, The Lyric West, September, 1921 ; 
Sonnet, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; Beauty Will 
Burn, The Nomad, Summer, 1922; Early Loves, The 
Lyric West, January; Snow Nocturne, The Lyric West, 
January; Dryad, The Lync West, December, 1921; 
At Midnight, The Lync, August, 1921; Flight, The 
Measure, June; Will Beauty Make Me Forget, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Spring; Old Things, The Lyric, 
February, 

Vinton, Eleanor W, Inspiration, The Granite Monthly, June; 
Spring Mist, The Granite Monthly, April 

Wade, Harmon C. Little Boy, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer, 

Wadhams, Beatrice. Delphine, Lincoln Lore, April; A Friend 
in Need, Lincoln Lore, March; A Flower Reverie, 
Lincoln Lore, February. 

Wadleigh, Wallace To Wisconsin, The American Poetry 
Magazine, April. 

Wagner, Charles A. Announcement, The Pagan, October- 
November, 1921; Colors, The Pagan, December, 1921, 
January; My Soul, The Nomad, Summer, 1922. 

Wagstaff, Blanche Shoemaker. I Will Take the Lone Path, 
Munsey^s Magazine, April. 

Wakeley, Charles R. In the Aftermath, The Christian Century, 
July 6. 

Walker, Francis I. At the Gates of Life, The Poet and Philos- 
opher, September, 1921. 

Wallace, Grace. A Preference, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Wallis, Keene. A Day as a Wage, The Liberator, August, 
1921. 

Wallop, Gerard. Burial Bitterness, Scribner's Magazine, 
March. 

Wain, Nora. Behind the Walls (Chinese Sketches), Scribner's 
Magazine, November, 1921; My Teacher (Chine^ 
Sketches), Scribner's Magazine, November, 1921; Baby’s 
Bath (Cldnese Sketches), Scribner's Magazine, November, 
1921; Golden Dxies (Chinese Sketches), Scribner's 
Magazine, November, 1921; Shackles (Chinese Sketches), 
Scribner's Magazine, November, 1921; At the Altar 
of Heaven, Scribner's Magazine, November, 1921; 
A Wedding Dress, Scribner's Magazine, November, 1921; 
The Emperor’s Birthday (Chinese Sketches), Scribner's 
Magazine, November, 1921; Hatamen Street, Scribner's 
Magazine, November, 1921. 

Walsh, Ernest. Collapse, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; 
The Ficklt Lover, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; 
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Sonnet, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; I Ask 
FOR A Friend, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January. 

Walton, Eda Lou. Lift Up Your Eyes to Darkness, The 
Texas Renew, October, 1921; At Dawn, The Texas Review, 
October, 1921; Locked Room, The Texas Review, October, 
1921; To A Madonna, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; 
I Will Run Then Alone, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Summer; When I Write of Love, The Measure, June; 
Crisis, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; 
I Would be Free, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 
1921; Without Grief, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; So it Befell, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921; In Recompense, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Despair, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921; Now More Than Ever Divided, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, August, 1921; In Silence, 
The Lyric West, December, 1921; Truth Absolute, 
The Lyric West, December, 1921; I Have Come In To 
Myself Now, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Winter. 

Wan, Wang. A Morning Under Mount Pei-Ku (Translated 
by Witter Bynner and iCiang Kang-bu), The Freeman, 
December 21, 1921; A Song of Liang-Chou (Translated 
by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Nation, 
November 2, 1921. 

Wang An-sbib (1021-1086 A.D.). Evening House-Top: Idle 
Glances Round From the Chinese (Translated from 
the Cbinese by Albion N. Fellows and T. Y. Leo), The 
Measure, June. 

Wang-Cbang-Ling. From the West Window (Translated by 
Florence Brinkman), The Freeman, April 5. 

Wang, Wei, Poems by. A Parting (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang-hu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
A Song at Wei-ch’eng (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang-hu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
The Beautiful Hsi-Shih (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang-hu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
In My Lodge at Wang-ch’uan After a Long Rain 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang-bu), Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, February; My Retreat at Chung- 
Nan (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang-bu), 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; A View of the 
Han River (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang- 
bu). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; Mount 
Chung-Nan (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang- 
bu). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; On the 
Way to the Temple (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang-Hu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
A Message to Poai Ti (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang-bu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
Answering Vice-Prefect Chang (Translated by Witter 
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Bynner and Kiang-Ku), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
February; Lines (Translated^ by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang-hu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February; 
In a Ketreat Among Bamboos (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Kiang-bu), Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
February. 

Ward, Bernard D. Salve Regina, The Magnificat, May; Spring 
The Magnificat, April. 

Warner, Eva E. The Infinite Urge, The Christian Century, 
^ May 11; Footholds, The Christian Century, May 25. 

Washington, H. Wyatt. April Magic, Contemj>orary Verse, 
April. 

Wasson, Ben F. Fanny Slag, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921 ; Lucinda Ann Smith, The Pagan, October-November, 
1921; Cyril Sand, The Pagan, October-November, 1921. 

Watson, Aimah Robinson. The Call of Dawn, The Commercial 
Appeal, Memphis, January 1. 

Watson, Virginia. April and I, Harper*s Magazine, April. 

Wattles, Wdlard. Last Night, Contemporary Verse, March; 
Requibscat, The Outlook, March 1; Good Neighbors, 
The Outlook, March 29; When I First Felt, Contemporary 
Verse, March; Let All Beauty, Contemporary Verse, 
March; So Much of Beauty, The Outlook, December 21, 
1921; Night of Tacit- Absolving, The Bookman, 
December, 1921, Not Even Sworded Thoas, Con- 
temporary Verse, March. 

Weathermax, Ruth. Fishing, The Poet and Philosopher, Septem- 
ber, 1921. 

Weaver, Bennett. Lost, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle 
West, August, 1921; Our to Sleep, The Midland, A Maga- 
zine of the Middle West, August, 1921; The House, The 
Midland, A Magazine of the Middle West, August, 1921; 
Early Autumn, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle 
West, August, 1921; To Father, The Midland, A Magazine 
of the Middle West, August, 1921; “When the Drift 
Comes In — ” The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle 
West, August, 1921. 

Weaver, John V. A. Transplanted, The New Republic, Novem- 
ber 9, 1921; Two Ways, The Bookman, December, 1921. 

Webb, Charles NichoUs. Chang Mow: Through the Steam, 
“The Jasmine Flower,” The American Poetry Magazine, 
Aprd. 

Webster, Martha. At Broad Bar, The Double Dealer, February. 

Weeks, Raymond. The Hunchback’s Song, The Midlartd, 
A Magazine of ike Middle West, August, 1921, Not Like 
THE Flowers My Love, The Midland, A Magazine of the 
Middle West, August, 1921. 

Wei Chauang. A Night Thought in Chang Tai Street 
(Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Freeman, December 21, 1921. 
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Wei Ying-Wu. Moorinq at Twilight in Yu-Yi District 
(Translated by Witter Byimer and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Freeman, December ^1, 1921; At Ch^u-Chotj on 
THE Western Stream (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang Kang-hn), The Freeman, December 21, 1921; 
A Greeting on the Hitai River to Old Friends From 
Liang Ch’tjan (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang 
Kang-hu), The Freeman, December 21, 1921; Farewell 
TO Li Ts’ao in the Evening Rain (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Eaang Kang-hu), The Freeman, December 21, 
1921; A Poem to Secretary Yuan 1st as I Set Sail 
ON THE Yang Tzxt (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, December 21, 1921; 

A Poem to a Taoist Hermit on Ch’uan-Chiao Moun- 
tain (Translated by Witter Byimer and Kiang Kang-hu), 
The Freeman, December 21, 1921; Meeting My Friend 
Feng Cho in Ch*ang-An (Translated by Witter Bynner 
and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, December 21, 1921. 

Welles, Winifred. Suicide, The Measure, May; Mist Shell, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Overtones, Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Spring; Anger, The Measure, May, 
Ah Gabriel — , The Measure, January; Indian Pipes, 
The Measure, March; The Poppy Room, Contemporary 
Verse, September, 1921; Silver for Midas, The Measure, 
March; Harvest Dust, The New Republic, May 24; 
Silence, Contemporary Verse, June; White Fear, The 
Measure, February; Last Night of Winter, The 
Literary Review of iiie New York Evening Post, March 11; 
A Thing of Wonder, The Measure, March; Silver Fog, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May. 

Wen Ting-Yun. Near the Ferry at Li-Chou (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, 
January 4; To a Friend Sound East (Translated by 
Witter Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, 
January 4; A Sigh on a Jade Lute (Translated by Witter 
Bynner and Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, March 15. 

Wentworth, C. The Mountains, The Pagan, August^ 
September, 1921. 

Wentworth, E. S, The Mordant, The Measure, May. 

Wemer, Flora T. Past, The Pagan, December, 1921, January. 

Wescott, Gienway. To L. S., Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921; The Chaste Lovers, Poetry, A Maga-> 
zine of Verse, September, 1921; Natives of Rock, The 
Dial, December, 1921; Ominous Concord, Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, September, 1921; Without Sleep, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 1921; The Poet 
AT Night-Fall, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 
1921; The Hunter, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921. 

West, Alwin. Earth, My Heaven, The Measure, June. 
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Weston, Mildred. A Pobtrait, Poetry » A Magazine oj Verse, May. 

Wheeler, Claude H. To Ruth, The Pagan, August-September, 
1921. 

Wheelock, John Hall. Exultation, Contemporary Verse, April; 
Night Has its Fear, AlVs Well, June; 0 Happy Heart! 
The Bookman, February; Panther! Panther! Scribner* a 
Magazine, October, 1921; In the Dark City, Poetry, 
A Magazine oj Verse, July; By the Gray Sea, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, June 17; Legend, 
Scribner* s Magazine, January; Starless Morning, The 
Lyric, October, 1921; Noon, The Outlook, May 3, 1921. 

White, Eliot. The Water Lily, The New York Herald, July 23. 

White, Florence C. Love’s Portion, Tempo, Autumn, 1921. 

White, Nancy Ellen. World Wonder, The Lyric West, February; 
May Moon, The Lyric West, May 

White, T. P. The Tree, The Granite Monthly, June. 

Whitelock, William Wallace. A Statesman, Munsey*s Magazine, 
May. 

Whiteside, Mary Brent. The Last Evening, Tempo, Autumn, 
1921; The Challenge, The Double Dealer, January; 
Old Selves, Harper * s Magazine, January, Consolation, 
The Lyric West, November, 1921; Guests, The Lyrie 
West, February; Content, The American Poetry Magazine, 
June; The Passing, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Autumn, 
1921; The Pool in the Wood, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Autumn, 1921; The Eternal Quest, Contemporary 
Verse, October, 1921; Clay, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; Journey, The Lyric West, May; Leaves, The 
Lyric West, November, 1921. 

Whitsett, George F. An Epitaph, AlVs Well, March; Sky- 
scraper, AlTs Well, January; City Sea, AlVs Well, 
October, 1921; Forge, AlTs Well, December, 1921; 
Evening on the Farm, AWs Well, May; Dance op the 
Sycamores, AlVs WeU, November, 1921; Portent, 
AlVs WeU, September, 1921; When the Dark Races 
Come, AWs Well, September, 1921; Day Drowned, 
AlVs WeU, August, 1921; Unknown, AlVs Well, August, 
1921; Strange Tbcinqs BDlppen in the Woods by the 
River, AlVs Well, June. 

Whittier, Mary Iva. House op Dreams, The Granite Monthly, 
October, 1921. 

Wickham, Anna. Code, The New Republic, January 25; The 
Muddle, The New Republic, January 4; Sin, The New 
Republic, January 4; Kma Alfred and the Peasant 
Woman, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July; A Poet 
Advices a Change of Clothes, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, July; The Last Round, The New Repuhlie, Januai^ 
4; Woman to the Male Psychologist, The New Republic, 
January 4; Weapons, The New Republic, January 4; 
The Winds, The New Republic, January 4. 
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Widdemer, Margaret. Cowardice, Contemporary Verse, 
November, 1921; Mistake, The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, April 1; Behind the Hills, 
The American Poetry Magazine, February; A Path in 
Ctprtjs (Five Songs Paraphrased from the Bilitis of 
Pierre Louys), Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; Before 
My Heart Was Broken, Harper*s Magazine, March; 
Omission, Harper's Magazine, December, 1921; Mimes, 
The Lync, February. 

Wilder, Charlotte Elizabeth. Hollows, Contemporary Verse, 
September, 1921. 

WiUdnson, Florence Don Jitan in Portugal, Poetry, A Magor 
zine of Verse, November, 1921. 

Wilkinson, Marguerite. The Great Dream, Contemporary 
Verse, February; The First Gray Hair, Contemporary 
Verse, November, 1921; Scornful Answer, Contemporary 
Verse, November, 1921; Shelter, The Outlook, Januaiy 11. 

Willard, Pierrepont. Decision, The Lyric West, July-August. 

Willcox, Louise Collier. Wings, The Lyric, October, 1921. 

Williams, Hamilton. The Sunny Mind, Munsey's Magazine, 
January. 

Williams, Hazel Wyeth. Where Are You, The Country Bard, 
Summer-Autumn, 1921; Sunshine, The Country Bard, 
Spring; Bring on Your Spring! The Country Bard, 
Spring; Going Back, The Country Bard, Spring; The 
Tugs, The Country Bard, Winter; All on a Summer’s 
Day, The Country Bard, Summer-Autumn, 1921; 
Thoughts on a Ferry Boat, The Country Bard, Summei^ 
Autumn, 1921. 

Williams, Oscar C. After I am Dead, Contemporary Verse, 
October, 1921; A Bleak Day, The Double Dealer, October, 
1921; Oblivion, The Double Dealer, August-September, 
1921; Painted Girls, The Double Dealer, February; 
Presences, The Double Deader, February; Spirit of All 
Things, The Double Dealer, December, 1921; Maybe, 
The Pictorial Review, May; The Holt Grail, The Pictorial 
Review, June; The Sea op Silence, The Pictorial Review, 
May; Wandering, The Wave, June; The Mouse, The 
Pagan, August-September, 1921; Cinquain, The Pagan, 
October-November, 1921; The Voice, All's Well, 
February; Oblivion, Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring; 
Darkness Like a Bird, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; The Pane op Dreams, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Spring; Pursuit, Voices, A Journal of Verse, 
Spring; A Walk in the Woods, Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Autumn, 1921; The Actor, The Nomad, Summer, 
1922; While I Talked, The Double Dealer, March; The 
Clouds op Death, The Lyric, April; Outcast in the 
Night, Contemporary Verse, October, 1921; A Beason, 
Contemporary Verse, October, 1921. 
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Williams, Wayland Wells Where Beauty Lodges, The Yale 
Review, January. 

Williams, William Carlos. The Jungle, The Dial, February; 
The Bull, The Dial, February; Fish, Broom, April; 
The Widow’s Lament in Springtime, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, January; Spouts, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January; St. Francis Einstein of the Daffodils, 
Contact, Advertising Number; The Lonely Street, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January; Wild Orchard, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January. 

Wilson, Albert Frederick. Blackberry Briars, The Nation, 
April 12. 

Wilson, Carolyn Crosby. The Deserted House, The Liberator, 
September, 1921; On a Chilly Day in Spring, Con- 
temporary Verse, March 

Wilson, Edmund, Jr. Quintilian — A Ballad, The Double 
Dealer, May. 

Wilson, Irene H. There is No Wind, Contemporary Verse, 
October, 1921. 

Wilson, John French. In the Night, Contemporary Verse, April; 
Nocturne, The American Poetry Magazine, June. 

Wilson, Stanley Kidder. Choice, The Literary Review of Ike 
New York Evening Post, February 25. 

Wing, J. Chinese Poems (Translated by E. Powys Mathers), 
Broom, November, 1921. 

Winke, Charles. Milwaukee, The American Poetry Magazine, 
April; Wisconsin — An Experiment m Democracy, 
The American Poetry Magazine, April 

Winship, Charles. The Shrine op Spirit, Munsey's Magazine, 
May. 

Winslow, Anne Goodwin. Spring Song (After Isaiah), The 
Freeman, April 26; Free Forms, The Freeman, July 12; 
LVelfth Night, The Freeman, May 31; A New 
Anthology, Harper * s Magazine, January; Dandelions, 
The Lyric, May; The Carbtakbb, Harper*a Magazine, 
June. 

Wintrowe, Norine. Searchlights, The Midland, A Magazine 
of the Middle West, Septemher-Octoher, 1921 

Wolfe, Walter B. Jack Frost, The Granite Monthly, March; 
Reflets Dans L’Inpinite, The Granite Monthly, 
February; Bitte, The Granite Monthly, Jime, To a 
Hamadryad, The Granite Monthly, July; Amritam, 
The Pagan, December, 1921, January; Sadhana, The 
Pagan, December, 1921, January; Avidya, The Pagan, 
December, 1921, January; Sannyasin, The Pagan, 
December, 1921, January; Traumebei, The American 
Poetry Magazine, February; Reflets Dans L’Infintite, 
The American Poetry Magazine, Autumn, 1921; 
Grosbeaks, The Granite Monthly, April. 

Woodbeny, George Edward, America, Tempo, Autumn, 192 
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Wood, Annabel. Wdstteb — Milwaukee-Downeb, The American 
Poetry Magazine, April. 

Wood, Charles Erskine Scott. Wab, AlVs Well, April. 

Wood, Clement. WandeesotjIi, Contemporary Verse, March; 
The Silver Houb, Contemporary Verse, July; Mists, 
The World Tomorrow, May; !I^gle Sonnets, The Nation, 
December 7, 1921; A Pleasant Trade in Spring, Con; 
temporary Verse; The Crooked Street of Dreams, 
Gossip, The Literary Renew of the New York Evening Post- 
December 3, 1921; Eagle Sonnets, The Nation, December 
7, 1921; Halves, Smart Set; A Beggar, Smart Set; Sparta 
(With thanks to the forgotten wit who first found the 
thirteenth line). The Bookman, July; Culture, The 
Nation, March 1; At Twilight, The American Poetry 
Magazine, Autumn, 1921; De Lawd’s Baptizin’, Con- 
iemporary Verse, October, 1921; Where Does the Tall 
Sun — , The Lyric, July. 

Wood, Jane D. The Bag, The Christian Century, July 6. 

Woods, Charles Coke. The Philosopher, The Personalist, 
April. 

Wood*, William Hervey. Comes Great-Heart, Scribner*$ 
Magazine, January; Country-Bred, SonhneVs Magazine, 
June. 

Woolsey, E. G. Paith at Forty-Second Street, The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, Jtme 3. 

Woolsey, Gamel. Gay Street, The Literary Review of the New 
York Evening Post, May 3. 

Worthen, Samuel C. The Flag at Half-Mast (Armistice Day, 
1921), The Granite Monthly, December, 1921. 

Wright, Muriel. Stranded, 2% Pagan, October-November, 
1921. 

Wylie, Elinor. Simon Gbbtt (Who turned Renegade and lived 
with the Indians), The Liberator, March; Poor Earth, 
The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, February 
18; Parting Gift, The Outlook, June 14; Beware! (To 
Baba, playing a Nocturne by Chopin), The New Republic, 
January 25; Three Wishes, The New Republic, November 
23, 1921; Pity Me, The Measure, March; Lilliputian, 
The Outlook, Jime 14; Self-Portrait, The New Republic, 
March 29; The Prinkin’ Leddie, The Century Magazine, 
August, 1921; Little Sonnet. The New Republic, May 10; 
Preference, The Measure, July; Gifts at Meeting 
(From the Greek), The Measure, July; Francie’s Fingers, 
The Outlook, June 14; Now That Your Eyes Are Shut, 
The Outlook, June 14; Heroics, The New Republic, June 28; 
Castilian, The New Republic, November 2, 1921; Full 
Moon, The New Republic, June 28; Let No Charitable 
Hope, The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
July 1; Demon Lovers, The New Republic, June 14; 
Pretty Words, The Bookman, October, 1921; Epitaph, 
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The New Republic, May 24; The Good Birds, The Nation, 
July 12; Nebuchadnezzar, The New Republic, December 
7, 1921; Drowned Woman, The New Republic, June 21; 
The Pekingese, The Century Magazine, April; Sonnet, 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer; Nonchalance, 
The New Republic, August 24, 1921. 

Yamell, Esther. Color, The Lyric West, March; The Skt- 
Rocket, The Lyric West, October, 1921. 

Yeats, William Butler. Thoughts Upon the Present State 
OF THE World, The Dial, September, 1921. 

Yuan Chen. An Elegy (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kmng Kang-hu), The Freeman, January 4. 

Yuan, Chieh To the Tax-Collector After the Bandit’s 
Retreat (Translated by Witter Bynner and Kiang 
Kang-hu), The Freeman, March 15; A Drinkinq-Song 
AT Stone Fish Lake (Translated by Witter Bynner and 
Kiang Kang-hu), The Freeman, March 15. 

Young, Duncan Francis. I’se Gwinb Ter Lib in Town, The 
Country Bard, Winter, 

Zaturensky, Marya. Amaryllis Sings in the Shade, The 
Liberator, November, 1921; Indifference, The Liberator, 
February; The Poet Seeks a New Beauty, The 
Liberator, Jime; An Old Tale, Foetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, September, 1921; Memories, Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, September, 1921; A Song for Vanished Beauty, 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 1921; The 
Spinners at Willowsleigh, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, September, 1921; Song op a Factory Girl, Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, September, 1921; She Longs for 
the Country, Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 
1921. 

Zeiss, J. Roy. Enchantment, The Granite Monthly, June. 

Zimmer, Henry. To Margaret, The Magnificat, March; 
Shrines, The Catholic World, July. 

Zukofs^, Louis. The Faun Sees, The Pagan, August- 
September, 1921; Mood, The Pagan, Octobei^November, 
1921. 
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ARTICLES AND REVIEWS OF POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED DURING 1921-19^2 


Abbott, Lyman. Edward Everett Hale — An American Abou 
Ben Adhem. The Outlook^ October 26, 1921. 

Edward Everett Hale. The OuUook, April 12. 

Adams, Elmer C. Don Marquis — Satirist. The Detroit News, 
February 26. 

Aiken, Conrad. The Poetry of Mr. E. A. Robinson. The Freeman^ 
September 21, 1921. 

Allen, Hervey. Introducing Irony (Bodenheim). The Measure, 
December, 1921. 

Allen, Hervey and Du Bose Heyward. Poetry South. Poetry, 
A Magazirve of Verse, April. 

Amos, Molly. The Daniel Jazz and the Rabbi: A Private Letter 
to the Poet Vachel Lindsay. The Outlook, August 10, 1921. 

Andelson, Pearl. A Promise (Oscar Williams). Poetry, A Magor 
Tsine of Verse, Jime. 

A Prize-Wnmer (Stephen Vincent Ben^t). Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, March. 

Persephone (H. D.). Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

A Sunht Clearing (Jean Starr Untermeyer). Poetry, A Maga^ 
zine of Verse, July. 

Woodwinds (Loureine Aber). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May. 

Anderson, Maxwell. Irish History in Little (Colum). The 
Measure, May. 

Nets to Catch the Wind (Wylie). The Measure, January. 

Sandburg Overdoes it a Little. The Measure, July. 

Second April (Millay). The Measure, September, 1921. 

Anon. A Reviewer’s Notebook (Don Marquis). The Freeman, 
July 12. 

A Reviewer’s Notebook (On Translations from Chinese and 
Japanese poets). The Freeman, November 2, 1921. 

A Reviewer’s Notebook (On IVee Verse). The Freeman, 

t June 14. 

Austin Dobson. The Outlook,^ September 21, 1921. 

The Poet Explains. ^ The Nation, September 28, 1921. 

Arnold, William Harris. My Stevensons. Scribner*s Magazine, 
January, 
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Axvin, Newton. The Moths and the Star (On Keats). ^The 
Freeman, November 2, 1921. 

Aiislander, Joseph. Among Other Things the Sonnet. Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Barrington, Paulme. Comment (Legends, Amy Lowell). The 
Lyric West, May. 

Bateman, May. George Meredith. The Catholic World, August, 1921. 

Baum, Pauli Franklin. The New Milton. The Freeman, May 17. 

Beach, Joseph Warren. Latter-Day Critics of Shelley. The Yale 
Review, July. 

Belloc, HUaire. Dante the Monarchist. The Catholic World, 
September, 1921. 

Ben6t, William Rose. A Poet of Promise (Frederick Faust). 
The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, July 29. 

Amy Lowell and Other Poets, The Yale Review, October, 1921. 

Masefield’s Fairy Tale The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, November 12, 1921. 

“Poems: Second Series” by J. C. Squire. The lAterary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, July 8. 

Robinson in Retrospect. The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, February 11. 

Sterling’s Latest Poems. The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, March 11. 

The Life of Louise Guba.ey. The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, April 29. 

Bodenheim, Maxwell. Isolation of Carved Metal (Poems by 
Ezra Pound). The Dial, January. 

Bowen, Stirling. Claude McKay a Gifted Poet. The Detroit 
News, July 16. 

Ezra Pound and Swinburne. The Detroit News, April 16. 

Important Surveys of American and British Verse. The Detroit 
News, October SO, 1921. 

Poetry in Slabs (Sandburg). The Detroit News, June 25. 

Poetry: Strange, Grim, Beautiful (Ralph Chaplm), The Detroit 
News, May 14. 

Boyd, Ernest. Selected Poems of W. B. Yeats. The Freeman, 
November 16, 1921. 

Braithwaite, William Stanley. A Biography of a Human Soul 

>i^^(Robert Nathan). Boston Evening Transcript, June 10. 

A Book of War Verse (Palmer). Boston Evening Transcript, 
March 8. 

A Chinese Mandarin (Christopher Morley). Boston Evening 
Transcript, July 8. 

A Group of English Poets (Masefield and Others). Boston 
Evening Transcript, January 11. 

Alfred Noyes and His Telescope. Boston Evening Transcript, 
June 3. 

A Mentor to Young Poets (Amos R. Wells). Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 24, 1921. 
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A Modern Chatterton (Henry Martyn Hoyt). Boston Evening 
Transcript, March 18. 

A Moimtam Farm a Poet’s Parnassus (Olive Tilford Dargan). 
Boston Evening Transcript, June 17. 

An American Poet and Professor (Jeannette Marks). Boston 
Evening Transcript, October £2, 19£1. 

An English Poet (Moult). Boston Evening Transcript, 

An English Poet Discusses His Art (Robert Graves). Boston 
Evening Transcript, June £4. 

A New Claimant for the Poetic Throne (Hazel Hall). Boston 
Evening Transcript, September 7, 19£1. 

A New Poet of the Aesthetic (Mark TurbyfiU). Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 81, 19£1. 

A Novel Theory of Literary Ecstacy (Albert Mordell). Boston 
Evening Transcript, December 7, 19£1. 

A Poet of an Immense Array of Moods (Brokes More). Boston 
Evening Transcript, November 19, 1921. 

A Poet of Destiny and Mystery (Muriel Strode). Boston 
Evening Transcript, August 27, 1921. 

A Poet of Quiet Ecstacy and Appeal (Florence Kilpatrick 
Mixter). Boston Evening Transcript, October 8, 1921. 

A Poetic Apostle of Britain’s Might (Sir Henry Newbolt). 
Boston Evening Transcript, January 28. 

A Poetic Apostle of Lyrical Fervor (Mercedes de Acosta). 
Boston Evening Transcript, November 26, 1921. 

A Poetic Vision of Katharine Coman (Katharine Lee Bates). 
Boston Evening Transcript, May 27. 

A Straying Revefler With the Muse. Boston Evening Transcript, 
March 4. 

Bill Boram (Robert Norwood). Boston Evening Transcript, 
September 17, 1921. 

Drinkwater, The Lyric Poet. Boston Evening Transcript, 
March 22. 

English Prosody (George Saintsbury). Boston Evening 
Transcript, February 1. 

John Masefield’s Merrie England. Boston Evening Transcript, 
November 12, 1921. 

Leslie Pmckney Hill Writes of the Wings of Oppression. 
Boston Evening Transcript, December 10, 1921. 

Lyrics of an E^h Lover (Harold Vinal). Boston Evening 
Transcript, March 25. 

Red Poppies (John R. Moreland). Boston Evening Transcript, 
February 4. 

Sea Songs and Ballads (C. Fox Smith). Boston Evening 
Transcript, March 8. 

Shelley and Others (A. T. Strong). Boston Evening Transcript, 
December 10, 1921. 

Shrines and Shadows. Boston Evening Trarwcrtn^, August 81,1921. 

Slabs of the Sunburnt West (Carl Sandburg). Boston Evening 
Transcript, July 29. 
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Songs Out of Doors (Henry van Dyke). Boston Evening 
Transcript, April 22. 

The GenlJe Dignity of Laurence Binyon. Boston Evening 
Transcript, July 15. 

The Hills of Arcestn. Boston Evening Transcript, December 
10, 1921. 

The Many-Sided Don Marquis. Boston Evening Transcript, 
February 25. 

The Poetry of James Elroy Flecker. Boston Evening Transcript, 
January 21, 1921. 

The Poetry of a Professor (Henry A. Beers). Boston Evening 
Transcript, September 14, 1921. 

The Poetry of a Super-Tramp (Davies). Boston Evening 
Transcript, September 24, 1921. 

The Poetic Rise of Margaret Widdemer. Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 17, 1921. 

The Selected Poems of Yone Noguchi. Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 3. 

The Vagaries of a Poet (Walter de la Mare). Boston Evening 
Transcript, April 8. 

Thirty Years of a Poet’s Work (Bliss Carman). Boston Evening 
Transcript, February 11. 

Bregy, Litt.D , Katherine. Of Father Tabb. The Catholic World, 
December, 1921. 

The Inclusiveness of Chaucer, The Catholic World, Jxme. 

Brooke, Tucker. Shakespeare Apart. The Yale Review, October, 
1921. 

Brownell, Baker. Must Art Be Interesting? Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, January. 

Bryher, W. Spear-Shaft and Cydamen-Flower (H. D.). Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, March. 

Buell, Llewellyn M. Eilean Earraid: The Beloved Isle of Robert 
Louis Stevenson. Scrihner*s Magcadne, February. 

Burke, Rev. J. J. Everybody’s Dante. The Catholic World, 
September, 1921. 

Burke, Keimeth. Heaven’s First Law (W. C. Williams’ “Sour 
Grapes”). TAa Died, Febniaiy. 

The Editing of Oneself (J. Oppenheim’s “The Mystic 
Warrior”). The Dial, August, 1921. 

Bynner, Witter. Translating Wang Wei. Poetry, A Magazine of 
''^erse, February. 

C., W. W. Uninspired Verse (Elinor Wylie). The Detroit News, 
January 29. 

Camevali, Emanuel. Dante and Today. Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, September, 1921. 

A Spirit of Quest (McAlmon). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Chamberlin, Joseph Edgar. The Story of a Boston Poet’s Life 
(Louise Imogen Gumey). Boston Evening Transcript, 
October 29, 1921, 
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Cheney, Sheldon. The Divine Comedy. The Century Magazine, 
April. 

Chew, Samuel C. The Byron Problem. The Nation, August 24, 
1921. 

Byron Once More (Lord Byron’s Correspondence). The 
Nation, April 12. 

The Lesser Carolme (Minor Poets of the Caroline Period, 
Saintsbury). The Naition, February 8. 

Cline, Leonard Lanson. A Pergola in a Moonlit Garden (Millay). 

The Detroit News, August 28, 1921. 

Collins, J. P. Lord Byron Tells His Sins to a Lady Confessor. 

Boston Evening Transcript, March 22. 

Colum, Mary M. John Dryden, Bedivivus- The Freeman, 
January 25. 

Colum, Padraic. A New Dramatic Art (Yeats* “Four Plays for 
Dancers”)- The Dial, March. 

A World in High Visibility (Amy Lowell’s “Legend”). The 
Freeman, Septemb^ 14, 1921. 

Irish Poetry. The Boohnan, October, 1921. 

Japanese Artistry (Poems of Yone Noguchi). The Freeman, 
March 22. 

Looking Towards Parnassus (J. G. Neihardt, Leonora Speyer). 

The Freeman, December 7, 1921. 

Miss Millay’s Poems. The Freeman, November 2, 1921. 

Mr. Yeats’ Selected Poems. The Dial, October, 1921. 

The Art of the Pantomimist (Aftred Kreymborg). The 
Freeman, March 1. 

The Later de la Mare. The New Republic, July 26. 

The Poetry of Edward Thomas. The Measure, May. 

Two Women Poets (Alice Corbin, Evelyn Scott). The New 
Republic, November 2, 1921. 

Connor, D. J. Father Tabb’s Poetical Preferences. The Catholic 
World, May. 

Cooper, Belle. William Henry Davies. The Los Angeles Times, 
April 2, 

Cowley, Malcolm. Bonded Translation (Fir-Flower Tablets). 
The Dial, May, 

Programme Music (Amy Lowell’s Legends). The Dial, August, 
1921. 

The French and Our New Poetry. The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, May 6. 

Cox, Eleanor Bogers. Andrew Lang, Champion of the Maid. 
America, May 27. 

Austin Dobson, Poet and Friend. America, October 23, 1921. 
Craven, Thomas Jewell. The Freudian Incubus (Prescott’s 
Kfi. i“The Poetic Mind”). The Dial, July, 

Crawford, Nelson Antrim. The Novelist as Poet (Philpotts). 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921. 

The Professor as Critic (Lowell O. Erskine). Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, October, 1921. 
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Unity Made Vital Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, September, 
1921. 

Croce, Benedetto. The Young Dante and the Dante of the 
Comedy. The Yale Review, October, 1921. 

Cross, Wilbur. From Columbus to Shakespeare. The Yale 
Remew, January. 

Current Opinion for August. New Reminiscences of Oscar 
Wilde and William Morris. 

Current Opmion for September. What Verlaine Has Done for 
French Poetry. 

Current Opinion for January. Homer’s World Through the 
Eyes of Georg Brandes. 

Current Opinion for March. The Song of Songs Interpreted as 
a Purely Erotic Poem. 

Current Opinion for April. The Dynamic Poetry of Bolshevik 
Russia. 

Current Opinion for May. Shelley’s Doctrine of Love and Human 
Future. 

Current Opinion for June. Why Byron Still Holds Our Imagi- 
nation. 

Curtis, Natalie. Pueblo Poetry. The Freeman, January 25. 

Cuthbert, O. S. F. C., Father. Dante and the Franciscans. 
The Caihohc World, September, 1921. 

Dixon, James Main. The Song Divine. The PersonaUsi, October, 
1921. 

Dole, Nathan Haskell. The Divine Comedy (Dante). Boston 
Evening Transcrijft, December 14, 1921. 

Drinkwater, John. Edwin ^lington Robinson. The Yale Review, 
April. 

Dudley, Dorothy. A Mystic Warrior. Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, January. 

Miss Lowell’s Legends. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March. 

Dwight, S J., Walter. Our Lady at the Crib. America, December 
24, 1921. 

Earls, S. J., Michael. Letters of Louise Imogen Quiney. The 
Bookman, April. 

Egan, Maurice Francis. The Greatness of Dante. The Outlook, 
October 12, 1921. 

Eliot, T. S. London Letter (On American Poets). The Died, May. 

Elliot, William Foster. Nobility and Tone. The Lyric West, 
December, 1921. 

Erskine, John. Byron and Shelley. The Outlook, July 26. **Le 
'Poeme Evangile’ de Walt Whitman” by Leon BfiwsaJgette. 
The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
May 27. 

Erskine, L. Y. Handsome Edition in English of Rostand s 
Plays. The Detroit News, January 22. 
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Fawcett, James Waldo. The Sad Years (Dora Sigerson). Unity, 
December 22, 1921. 

Feld, R. C. The Opinions of A. E. (George Russell). The Century 
Magazine, November, 1921. 

Firkins, 0, W. Mr, Masters Weighs Anchor. The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, February 18. 

Flanigan, Mary Leedy. Red Poppies in the Wheat (Moreland). 
American Poetry Magazine, February. 

Fletcher, John Gould. A Metaphysical Poet (Gerald Gould). 
The Freeman, December 28, 1921. 

Bom Out of Due Time (E. Blunden), The Freeman, August 3, 
1921. 

Feminism in Poetry (Anna Wickham). The Freeman, October 
26. 

The Captive Lion CW. H. Davies). The Freeman, December 
21, 1921. 

Exercises in Divinity. The Freeman, August 17, 1921. 

The Fortunate Island (Anthology of Irish Poets) . The Freeman, 
June 28. 

Poet and Translator (R. Aldington). The Freeman, September 
28, 1921. 

The Poetry of Charlotte Mew. The Freeman, March 15, 

The Poetry of Edward Thomas. The Freeman, October 19, 
1921. 

The Quality of Shelley. The Freeman, May 24. 

Two English Poets (Drinkwater, de la Mare). The Freeman, 
July 5. 

Vernal Twitterings (John Freeman). The Freeman, May 3. 

Flewelling, Ralph Tyler. The Personalist, January. 

The Ring and the Book: A Study in Sophism. The Personalist, 
October, 1921. 

Flexner, Hortense. New Lyrics (Addison). Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Summer. 

Foerster, Norman. ‘‘The Uncollected Poetry and Prose of Walt 
Whitman” — Holloway; “The Gathering of the Forces” 
by Walt Whitman Rodgers and Black. The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, May 27. 

Freeman, Joseph. Dreams Out of Darkness — Jean Starr 
Untermeyer, The Liberator, January. 

Freer, Agnes Lee. Tarnished Gold (Harold Nicolson). Poetry 
A Magazine of Verse, July. 

Fujita, Jun. A Japanese Cosmopolite (Yone Noguchi). Poetry, 

A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Fuller, Henry B. Chicago Poets. The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, December 10, 1921. 

Dante in English I^yme (Anderson). Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, June, 

The Crocean Dante (Poetry of Dante B. Croc) . The Freeman, 
May 31 

The Divine Comedy. The Freeman, October 12, 1921. 
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G , R. Books of Verse by Two Women (Gale-Widdemer). The 
Detroit News, April 23. 

Garnett, Porter. Yone Noguchi. The Nation, December 7, 1921. 

Gawn, Sumett Red Earth: Poems of New Merico. The Double 
Dealer, December, 1921, 

Hymen (H. D ) The Double Dealer, January. 

Geddes, Virgil. Bodenheim’s Ironic Lyricism. Voices, A Journal 
of Verse, Summer. 

Giles, Dorothy Poetry and Collar-Buttons. The Outlook, 
February 22. 

Gold, Michael. Two Critics in a Barroom. The Liberator, 
September, 1921. 

Goldberg, Isaac. A Spanish-American Poet (Jose Asuncion 
Silva). The Freeman, April 26. 

Gorman, Herbert S. The Later Mr. Yeats The Outlook, April 19. 
Edwin Arlington Robinson. The New Republic, Febniaiy 8. 

Grafif, Irvine. Wings (On Shelley). The New Republic, July 26. 

Gray, Agnas Kendrick. A Poet’s Play (Millay). The Measure, 
September, 1921. 

Guerson, Helen The Religious Poetry of Paul Claudel The 
Catholic World, August, 1921. 

Guiterman, Arthur. Household Poems. The Literary Review of 
the New York Evening Post, December 17. 

Hagedom, Hermann. One Lyre: Lost, Strayed or Stolen. The 
Outlook, February 8. 

Hall, Carolyn. Poems of a Mystic (Hazel Hall). The Measure, 
October, 1921. 

Head, Cloyd. Influence of the Art Theatre on Poetic Drama. 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921 
Mr. Yeats’ Plays. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, February. 

Hewlett, Maurice. The Anthology m English (Little Poems 
from the Greek-Leaf). The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, February 25. 

Hill, Frank Ernest. Something Less Than Art (W. C. Williams). 
The Measure, June. 

Hillman, Carolyn. Seeds for the Sowmg (Drinkwater). Voices* 
A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Hillman, Gordon Malherbe, The Muse and Mr. Miller. Voices, 
A Journal of Verse, Spring. 

Holloway, Emory. Whitman in Eirtremis. The Nation, April 19. 

Hyde, Fillmore. Poetry in Prose (Tagore). The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, December 10, 1921. 

Jones, Howard Mumford. A. E. Housman, Last of the Romans. 
The Double Dealer, March. 

Lord Byron’s Letters. The Freeman, June 7. 

Jones, Llewellyn. A Poet’s Prosody (Bridges on Milton is 
l^osody). The Freeman, February 1. 

Back to Shakespeare. The Freeman, October 12, 1921 
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Kallen, H M. Convention and Revolt in Poetry (J. L Lowes). 
The New Republic, December 14, 1921. 

Katz, Adaline. A Miscellany of American Poetry. The Double 
Dealer, December, 1921. feNj 

Sour Grapes (William Carlos Williams). The Double Deam, 
March. 

Kelly, Mus.D., F. Joseph. Church Song in its Relation to 
Church Life. The Caikolio World, April. 

Kelsey, W. K. Going, Gentlemen? (Thomas Hardy). The 
Detroit News, July 16. 

Two New Anthologies Do Honor to Modems (A. M. Squire). 
The Detroit News, Jime 26. 

The Poet Goes A-Star Gazing (Alfred Noyes). The Detroit 
News, May 7. 

Kerlin, Robert. Some Singing Johnsons (Three Colored Poets). 
The Outlook, August 3, 1921. 

King, Gertrude Besse. Ex Libris (Plato’s Studies and Criticisms 
of the Poets). The Freeman, October 5, 1921. 

King, Grace. Creole Negro Songs. The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, May 13. 

Krutch, Joseph Wood. The Disgruntled Mr. Poimd. The 
Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, March 18. 

L., F. R. A Canadian Poet Passes (Marjorie PickthaU). The 
Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, June 17. 

Land, Ernest M. A New German Classic (Arno Holz). The 
Literary Review ^ the New York Evening Post, July 8. 

Lanux, Pierre de. A Poet of a New Democracy (Charles Vildrac). 
The Freeman, August 10, 1921. 

Laub, D. Kenneth. Deftly Chipped from Blockhead and Bored 
(Keith Preston). The Detroit News, December 11. 1921. 

Lee, Muna. Porto Rican Poets. The Literary Review of the 
New York Evening Post, June 3. 

Vicarious Experience. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May. 

Le Gallienne, Richard. What’s Wrong With the Eighteen- 
Nmeties? The Bookman, September, 1921. 

Leo, Brother, Percy Bysshe SheUey. The Catholic World, July. 

Les, Martin J. Mediaevalism and Dish Literature. The Catholic 
World, May. 

Littell, Phillip. J. J. Chapman’s “A Glance Toward Shakes- 
peare.” The New Republic, April 19. 

Le Gallienne Book of English Verse. The New Republic, 
April 26. 

Littell, Robert, Negro Poets. The New Republic, July 12. 

Loeber, William. The Literary Tough (Carl Sandburg). The 
Double Dealer, February. 

Lowell, Amy. A Bird’s-Eye View of E. A. Robinson. The Dial, 
February. 

Lozowick, Louis. A Note on the New Russian Poetry. Broom, 
February. 
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Macgowan,^ Kenneth. Back to Shakespeare. The Century 
Magazine, July. 

Macy, John. The Happy Colyinnist (Bert Leston Taylor). 
The Freeman, December 14, 1921. 

Marino, Josephine The Message of Dante to the Twentieth 

Century. The Forum, Dante Number. 

Mason, Lawrence. Mr. Nevinson’s Irony. The Freeman, August 
10, 1921. 

Poel^ as She is Read. The Literary Review of the New York 
Evening Post, December 17, 1921. 

Maynard, Theodore. The Unexpectedness of J C. Sqmre. 
The Literary Remew of the New York Evening Post, October 
22, 1921. 

Edwin Arlington Robinson. The Catholic World, June. 

John Masefidd. The Catholic World, April. 

The Fallacy of Free Verse. The Yale Review, January. 

McClure, John. Collected Poems (Edwin Arlington Robinson). 
The Double Dealer, April. 

New Poems of Ezra Pound. The Double Dealer, May. 

The Junkman and Other Poems (Richard Le Gallienne). The 
Double Dealer, August-September, 1921. 

Willow Pollen (Jeannette Marks). The Double Dealer, October, 
1921. 

Youth Grows Old (Robert Nathan). The Double Dealer, 
Jime. 

McCormick, Virginia Taylor. A Hundred and Seventy Chinese 
Poems. Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, June 24. 

Collected Poems (Edward Thomas). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, 
April 1. 

Collected Poems of Edwin Arlington Robinson. Norfolk 
Ledger-Dispatch, March 18. 

Dreams and a Sword. Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, July 1. 

Dreams Out of Darkness (J. S. Untenneyer). Norfolk Ledger- 
Dispatch, April 15. 

England America in Two Women Poets (Mew and Unter- 
meyer). Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring 

Everyday Poems (George Elliston). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, 
June S. 

Ibsen's Portraiture of Women. The Personalist, July. 

Let Us Talk of Flecker. The Personalist, April. 

Lute and Furrow (Dargan). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, July 22. 

Open Shutters (Oliver Jenkins). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, 
April 29. 

Saturday Market (Mew). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, April 15. 

Some New Books of Poetry, Radi^ and Conservative (B. 8266, 
Wylie, etc ) Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch. 

Son^ of Morida and Other Verse (Doris and James Kenyon). 
Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, February 18. 

Spring Flowers and Rowen (Ciurne). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, 
February 18. 
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Two Anthologies, Norfolk Ledger-Disj>atch, December 17, 1921, 

White April (Vmal). Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch, April 8. ^ 

MiUay, Edna St. Vincent. Elinor Wylie’s Poems. The Literary 
Review of the New York Evening Post, January 28. 

Mitchell, Anna. An American Mystic (Guiney). Voices, A 
Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Mitchell, Stuart. A Century of Shelley. The Dial, March. 

Monahan, Michael, The Portrait of Mr, W. H, The Double 
Dealer, November, 1921. 

Monroe, Harriet, A Lute of String (Jessie B. Rittenhouse). 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March. 

A New Pulitzer Prize. Poetry, A Magazine of ^ Verse, July. 

Announcements of Awards. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
November, 1921, 

A Poet in Embryo (Mercedes de Acosta). Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, March. 

A Symposium on Marianne Moore. Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, January. 

Comment (Midsummer Delite). Poetry, a Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921. 

John Adams’ Prophecy. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
September, 1921. 

Mrs. Wylie’s Poems. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January. 

Moving. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, May. 

Newspaper Verse. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, March. 

Poetry and the Allied Arts. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
October, 1921. 

Rhetoric Unashamed (Watson). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
March, 

Prosody. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Robinson’s Double Harvest. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921. 

Shelley. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July. 

Songs and Spla^es (Dresbach). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
August, 1921, 

The Hope of Peace. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, January, 

The Utterance of Poetry. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
February. 

Thoughtful Measures. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
January. 

Youth and the Desert (Westcott-Winters), Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, September, 1921. 

Morgan, Marjorie B. Louise Imogen Guiney. The Detroit News, 
February 19. 

Moriarty, Helen. The Women of Shakespeare. The Catholic 
World, July. 

Morris, Lloyd K. Padraic Colum: Poet and Playwright. The 
Outlook, May 17. 

The Poetry of Ireland. The New Republic, June 14. 

Mortimer, Raymond. Thomas Moore. T/ia Dio/, October, 1921. 
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Moulton, P. R. Palestinian Love Lyrics. The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, February 11. 

Moynihan, D. D., Humphrey. Dante the Theologian The Catholic 
World, September, 1921. 

Moynihan, F. Austin Dobson. The Ccuiholic World, November. 
1921. 

Munson, Gorham B. The Limbo of American Literature. Broom, 
June. 

Munsterberg, Margaret. “H Dolce StJ Nuovo,” A Contempla- 
tion of Dante flie Poet. The Cathohc World, September, 1921. 

Murry, J. Middleton. Gerhart Hauptmann's Idyll. The New 
Republic, January 18. 

The Commemoration of John Keats. The Dial, October, 1921. 

Myers, Rollo H. Jean Cocteau. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
May. 

Nicholl, Louise Townsend. A First Book (Hervey Allen). The 
Measure, October, 1921. 

A Negro Poet. {McKay), July. 

A Sheaf of Poetry. The LUerary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, May 20. 

Brutus Roams the Ages (Masters). The Measure, January. 

Nickerson, Paul S. A Book of Poems Worth Reading. (Red 
Poppies m the Wheat-Moreland). Cardan Journal, April 7. 

Nitze, William A. Panache Translated (Plays of Rostand). 
The Nation, May 17. 

O'Conor, Norreys Jephson. A Book of Remembrance. Voices. 
A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Ancient China and Her Poets (Amy Lowell). Boston Evening 
Transcript, December 17, 1921. 

Phillips, M. A., Charles. Dante and Pastoral Poetry. The 
Catholic World, September, 1921. 

Pickens, Sylvan O. The Golden Darkness (Oscar Williams), 
The Double Dealer, March. 

Powys, Llewelyn. Percy Bysshe Shelley. 

Glimpses of Thomas Hardy. The Dial, March. 

The Veil and Other Poems (de la Mare). The Double Dealer, 
July. 

The Wessex Poet (S. C. Chew’s “Thomas Hardy”). The 
Freeman, Mardi 22. 

William Barnes, the Dorset Poet. The Freeman, July 12. 

Pulsifer, Harold Trowbridge. How Not to Approach an Editor 
With a Poem. The Outlook, April 26. 

Poetry and People. The Outlook, October 19, 1921. 

Wanted — Readers Who Can Read (Poetry). The Outlook, 
April 6. 

Redman, Ben Ray. Youth Grows Old (Robert Nathan). The 
Nation, May 24. 



Reilly, Ph.D., Joseph J. Bazin and Hardy, The Catholic World, 
February. 

Ridge, Lola. Quaker-Gray and Rose (Jeannette Marks), Poetry, 
A Maga^ne of Verse, May. 

Roberts, Caesar A. An Appreciation of the Poetry of Madge. 

Morris Wagner. The Lyric West, September, 1921. 
Rolbiecki, J. J. Dante’s Political Theories. The Catholic World, 
September, 1921. 

Rourke, Constance Mayfield. The Springs of Poetry (Poetic 
Origins by Louise Pound). The Freeman, October 12, 1921. 


St. Clair, George. Filipino Literature. The Literary Review 
of the New York Evening Post, February 11. 

Sapir, Edward. Mr. Masters* Later Work. The Freeman, June 14. 
Maxwell Bodenheim. The Nation, June 21. 

Poems of Experience (E. A. Robinson). The Freeman, April 19. 
The Manner of Mr. Masefield. The Freeman, February 15. 
Scott, Harold P. Some Seventy Poems by Professor Beers. 
The Detroit News, October 2S, 1921. 

Witchcraft Again Interests Mackaye. The Detroit News, 
August 7, 1921. 

Scott, Temple. The Poet as Philosopher (Coventry Patmore). 
The Freeman, February 8. 

Scheffauer, Herman George. The “Absolute” Poem. The 
Freeman, September 28, 1921. 

The Chromatic “Othello.” The Freeman, February 1. 
Scheifley, Ph.D., William H. Verlaine After Quarter of a Century. 

The Catholic World, November, 1921. 

Schneider, Isidor. Museum Ships (Morton). Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, October, 1921. 

Slavic Poetry. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, July. 

Schuster, M. Lincoln. The Passing of John Butler Yeats. Boston 
Evening Transcript, February 17. 

Sherry, Laura. Pageantry and Rhetoric (Mackaye-Neihardt). 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921. 

Sinclair, May. The Poems of H. D. The Dial, February. 

Smith, Preserved. An Australian Critic (A. T. Strong). The 
Nation, July 12. 

Snow, Royall. Agonized Adoration (Priapus and the Pool by 
Conrad Aiken)- The New Republic, June 21. 

A Note on the Objective. The Double Dealer, July. 

Salt of the Individual (The Living Frieze, by M. TurbyfiOQ). 
The New Republic, January 25. 

Starrett, Vincent. Edgar A. Poe: A Study. The Double Dealer, 
October, 1921. 

The First American Poet (Anne Bradstreet). The Freeman, 
May 17. 

Stewart, H. W. Brazilian Dance Songs. Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921. 
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Stork, ^ Charles Wharton. A Poet’s Tragedy (Stephen Moylan 
Bird). The Nation^ February 8. 

Strobel, Marion. Charlotte Mew. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
June. 

Two English Poets (Blunden-Vines) . Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, September, 1921. 

Symons, Arthur. The Simster Side of Genius (Manifested in 
Poets). The Freeman, January 11. 

Taggard, Genevieve. Not Fairies, Animals! (Laura Benet). 
The Measure, June. 

Tahny, L. The Art of Russia (Work of Vladimir Mayakovsky). 
The Nation, November 2, 1921. 

Towse, J. lUnken. “Shakespeare to Sheridan” by Alwin Thaler. 

The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, July 8. 
Turner, D.D., Rt. Rev. William. Dante as a Philosopher. The 
Catholic World, September, 1921. 

Untermeyer, Loms. A War for Our Poets? The Nation, April 12. 
Fire and Ice (Aline Kilmer, Elinor Wylie, H.D) The New 
Republic, December 28, 1921. 

Our Living Laureates. The Bookman, January. 

Return of the Vers Libretine. The Nation, June 7. 

Van Doren, Carl. Greek Dignity and Yankee Ease (E. A. 
Robinson). The Nation, November 16, 1921. 

“The Gathering of the Forces” (Walt VS^tman). The Nation, 
March 8. 

Van Doren, Mark. Eagle and Worm (Masefield, Graves). The 
Nation, January 11. 

Edward Thomas (Collected Poems). The Nation, December 7, 
1921. 

George Edward Woodberry. The Nation, March 1. 

Paul Fort. The Nation, February 1. 

The Poetic Mind. The Literary Review of the New York Evening 
Post, June S. 

This Davies (W. H. Davies). The Nation, October 12, 1921. 
Unpopular Legends (Amy Lowell). The Nation, August, 1921. 
Women As Poets. The Nation, April 26. 

Women of Wit (M. Moore, E. St. V. M., A. Wickham). The 
Nation, October 26, 1921. 

Van Raisselaer, Mrs. Schuyler. Richard Watson Gilder — 
Personal Memories. The Outlook, March 8. 

Vinal, Harold. Alice Again (Mrs. Benet). Voices, A Journal of 
Verse, Summer. 

Irrevocable Earth (Wylie). Voices, A Journal of Verse, Spring. 

Waldo, Fullerton. The Earlier E. A. R., Some Memories of a 
Poet in the Making. The Outlook, November 30, 1921. 
Kipling in Philadelphia. The Outlook, January 25. 
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Walsh, Thomas. Teresian Poets (Influence of St. Teresa upon 
poets) The Catholic World, April. 

The Progress of Poetry: Spanish 1 , 11 . The Nation, Septem- 
ber 14, 21, 1921. 

Watkin, E Ingram. Dante and Mysticism. The Catholic World, 
September, 1921. 

Welles, Winifred. Speaking for the Tortoise (Lawrence). The 
Measure, June. 

Wescott, Glenway. A Sonneteer (Stewart Mitchell). Poetry, 
A Magazine of Verse, April. 

Classics in English (D. H. Lawrence). Poetry, A Magazine of 
Verse, August, 1921. 

New Fire (Speyer). Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, October, 1921. 

Wheaton, L. Dante the Man. The Catholic World, September, 1921. 

White, L^ A. “And What of Nimmo?” After Fifteen Stanzas! 
(Edwin Arlmgton Robmson). The Detroit News, Jime 26. 

Whit^ Walter F. Negro Poets. The Nation, June 7. 

Widdemer, Margaret. Depths and Surfaces (Gale and Jenkins) . 
Voices, A Journal of Verse, Summer. 

Wilbur, Harnette. Lily Lore (In poetry). The Catholic World, 
March. 

Williams, Michael. The Times of Dante. The Catholic World, 
September, 1921. 

Wilson, Jr. Edmund. Mr. Masefield and Eacine. The New 
Republic, May 3. 

Mr. Poimd’s Patchwork (Poems 1918-21). The New Republic, 
April 19 

The Bronze Trumpet of Fairyland. The Bookman, February. 

The Poetry of Mr. W. B. Yeats. The Freeman, March 29. 

Winters, Yvor. A Cool Master (E. A. Robinson). Poetry, A 
Magazine of Verse, February. 

“A Distinguished Young Man” (Turbyfill). Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Verse, March. 

A Woman With a Hammer (Wickham). Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verse, May. 

Carlos Williams' New Book. Poetry, A Magazine of Verse, 
July. 

Wood, Clement. A Homer from Hogwallow (Sandburg). The 
Nation, July 26. 

American N^o Poetry. The Literary Review of the New 
York Evening Post, June 10. 

Land-Locked Ships (David Morton) , The Bookman, September, 
1921. 

Yarmolinsky, Avrahm. Dante and Dostoyevsky. The New 
Republic, November 80, 1921. 

Yeats, William Butler. More Memories. The Dial, June, July. 

Four Years, 1887-1891. The Dial, August, 1921. 

Yust, Walter. Edgar Lee Masters: An Interview. The Double 
Dealer, August-September, 1921. 
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VOLUMES OF POEMS PUBLISHED 
DURING im-im 


A Book of German Lyi^a. Selected and Edited with Notes axid 
Vocabulary by iViedrich Bruns. D. C. Heath and Company. 

A Book of Women's Verse. Edited with a Prefatory Essay by 
J. C. Squire. Oxford University Press. 

Addison, Medora. Dreams and a Sword. Yale University Press. 

AUemong, Nettie P. The Harp of Life. The Stratford Company. 

Allen, Hervey. Wampun and Old Gold. Yale University Press. 

Alexander, Hartley Burr Odes and Lyrics. Marshall Jones and 
Company. 

Anderson, Marjorie. A Web of Thoughts. The Four Seas 
Company 

Anderson, Melville Best. The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri, 
A Line for Line Translation in the Rime-Form of the Original. 
The World Book Company. 

Anthony, Edward. Merry~Go Roundelays. The Century 
Company. 

Appleton, Everard Jack. The Quiet Courage^ and Other Songs 
of the Unafraid. Stewart Kidd Company. 

Arthur-Behenna, K. Mystic Songs of Fire and Flame. With an 
Appreciation by Stanwood Cobb. The Cornhill Publishing 
Company. 

B. 8266 — Penitentiary. A Tale of a Walled Towny and O^ier 
Verses, With an Introduction by William Stanley Braith- 
waite. J. B. Lippincott. 

Baker, Martha S. Songs of HomeSy and Others, The Cornhill 
Publishing Company. 

Bates, Katharine Lee. YeUow Glover. A Book of RemewJbrance, 
E. P. Dutton and Company. 

Bax, Clifford. The Traveler's Tale. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Bax, Clifford, and Rubinstein, H. F. Shakespeare. A Play in 
Five Episodes. With a Pr^ace by A. W. Pollard. Houghton 
Mifflin Company. 

Beers, Henry A. Poems. Yale University Press. 

Ben6t, Laura. Fairy Bread. Thomas Seltzer. 

Bennet, Georgia E. Vagrants. Ralph Fletcher Seymour. 

Binns, Henry Bryan. Hill-Tops. London: Jonathan Capes. 

Binyon, Laurence. Selected Poems. The Macmillan Company. 
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Blimden, Edmund. The Shepherd, and Other Poems of Peace 
and War, Al^dA. Knopf. 

Blunt, Rev. Hugh, My Ovm People. The Magnificat Press. 

Bodenheim, Maxwell. Introducing Irony, A Book of Poetic Short 
Stories and Poems, Boni and Liveright. 

Bradby, G. F. The Way, Oxford University Press. 

Braithwaite, William Stanley (Editor). Anthology of Magazine 
Verse for 1921, and Year Book of American Poetry, Small, 
Maynard and Company. 

Anthology of Massachusetts Poets, Small, Maynard and 
Company. 

Brown, Mrs. Percy. Chenar Leaves, Poems of Kashmir, 
Longmans, Green and Company. 

Browning, Charles. My SacraTnento, Sacramento: Wilbur 
Printmg Company. 

Browning, Eunice. Poems, Sacramento: Wilbur Printing 
Company. 

Poems. Published by the Author, Sacramento, California. 


Carman, Bliss. Later Poems, With an Appreciation by R. H. 

Hathaway. McClelland and Stewart. 

Christie, O. P. England in the Eighteenth Century, Essays in 
Verse. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Cobb, Ann. Kinfolks, Kentucky Mountain Rhymes. Houghton 
MiflBlm Company. 

Cole, Carter S. Varied Verses. Moffat, Yard and Company. 
Colum, Padraic (Editor). Anthology of Irish Verse. Boni and 
Liveright. 

Companions. An Anthology. New York; Samuel A. Jacobs. 
Converse, Florence. Garments of Praise: A Miracle Cycle, E. P. 
Dutton and Company. 

Cooke, Rupert Croft. Clouds of Gold. St, Leonards, England: 
C. Howes. 

Courthope, William John. The Country Tovm, and Other Poems. 
Oxford University Press. 

Crockett, Albert S. Ditties from a Ditty Bag, and War-^Time 
Memories New York: S. L. Parsons and Company, Inc, 
Cumming, John Palmer. Me — An* War Coin* On, The Comhill 
Publishing Company. 

Currie, George Graham. Soims of Florida, and Other Verse, 
James T. White and Company. 


D., H. Hymen, Henry Holt and Company. 

Dalliba, Gerda. Poems, With an Introduction by Edwin 
Markham. DufiGield and Company. 

Dargan, Olive. Lute and Furrow, Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

Dario, Ruben. Prosas Prcfanas, and Other Poems, Translated 
from the Spanish by Charles B. McMichad. Nicholas L. 
Brown. 
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Davies, William H. The Captive Lioriy and Other Poems. Yale 
University Press. 

Davis, ^anklin Pierre. Anthology of Newspaper Verse for 1921 . 
Enid, Okla.: Prank P. Davis. 

Day, Anne Marjorie. The Guiding Light, Pilgrim Tercentenary 
Pageant Play in Four Episodes. RicWd G. Badger, 
de Acosta, Mercedes. Archways of Life. Moffat, Yard and 
Company. 

de la Mare, Walter. Doum-^Adoum-Derry. A Book of Fairy Poems. 
Henry Holt and Company. 

The Veil, and Other Poems. Henry Holt and Company. 

De Witt, S. A. Iron Monger. A Book of Poems. Prank SLay. 
Dimpfi, John. The Silent Chord. The Stratford Company. 
Doyle, Edward. Freedom, Truth and Beauty. New York; 

ManJiattan and Bronx Advocate. 

Dresbach, Glenn Ward. In Colors of the West. Henry Holt and 
Company. 

Drinkwater, John. Seeds of Time. Houghton Mifflin Company. 
Duckworth, Sophie Hageman. The I^e of QuirdeU. B. J. 
Brimmer Company. 

Elliston, George. Everyday Poems. Stewart Kidd Company. 

Parrar, John. Songs for Parents, Yale University Press. 
Parrington, Harry Web. Poems from France. New York: Rough 
and Brown Press. 

Paust, Prederick. The Village Street, and Other Poems. G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, 

Field, Beulah. A Silver Pool. Moffat, Yard and Company. 
Fir-Flower Tablets. Poems. Translated from the Chinese by 
Florence Asycough. English Versions by Amy Lowell. 
Houghton Mifflin Company. 

Fletcher, Louisa (Mrs. Willard Connely). The Land of Beginning 
Again. Small, Maynard and Company. 

Forbes, Anita P. Modern Verse Henry Holt and Company. 
Freeman, John, Music. Lyrical and Narrative Poems. Harcourt, 
Brace and Company. 

From Isles of the West to Bethlehem. Pictures, Poetry, Tales, 
Runes of Pilgrimage and Reception. Chosen and Arranged 
by Grace Warrack. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Fuson, Henry Harvey. The Pinnacle, and Other Kentucky Moun- 
tain Poems. John P. Morton and Company. 

Gale, Zona. The Secret Way. The Macmillan Company. ^ 
Gaynor, John J. The Wine of Withery. James T. White and 
Company. 

George, Hellyn. New England Days. The Four Seas Company. 
Gould, G^ald. The Journey: Odes and Sonnets. Yale University 
Press. 

Graves, Robert. The Pier-Glass, Alfred A . Knopf* 
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Guiterman, Artliur. A Ballad-Malcer's Pack Harper and 
Brothers. 

Hall, Hajzel Curtains. John Lane Company 

Hamil, Liira CooUey. LitUe Book of Garden Songs. The Four 
S^s Company. 

Hare, Amory. The Swept Hearth. Jone Lane Company. 

Hargadon, Michael A. Irish and Canadian Poems. With 
Introduction by George A. Ham. Montreal: The Modern 
Printing Company. 

Harrmgton, George W. The Garden by the Sea, and Other Poems. 
The Cornhill Publishing Company. 

Hart, Louise. Poems. The Cornhill Publishing Company. 

Hedrick, T. K. (Translator?) Orientations of Ho-Hen. Translated 
from Yan-Hee. With an Introduction by Keith Preston 

Hill , Elizabeth Sewell. Bethlehem. The Methodist Book Concern. 

Holloway, Emory (Editor). The Uncollected Poetry and Prose 
of Walt Whitman. Doubleday, Page and Company. 

Homework and Hobbyhorses. New Poems by Boys of the Perse 
School, Cambridge, England. Edited by H. Caldwell Cook. 
E. P. Dutton and Company. 

Howard, Sidney. Swords. George H. Doran Company. 

Hoyt, Henry Martyn. Dry Points. Studies in Black and White. 
With a Biographical Sketch by William Rose Benet Frank 
Shay. 

Hughes, Russell Meriwether. Mexican Moonlight. Richard G, 
Badger. 

Poems of the Plains. The Cornhill Publishing Company. 

Huntington, Elizabeth. The Playground of the Gods The Four 
Seas Company. 

Ibsen, Henrik. Early Plays: Catiline, The Warrior*s Barrow* 
Olaf LUjiehrans (Translated from the Norwegian by Anders/ 
Orbeck). The American-Scandinavian Foundation. 

Jastrow, Jr,, Morris. The Song of Songs. Being a Collection of 
Love Lyrics of Ancient Palestine. A New Translation 
Based on Revised Text. J, B. Lippincott Company. 

Jenkins, Oliver. Open Shutters. Will Ransom 

Jenness, Burt Franklm. Sea Lanes, and Other Poems. The 
Cornhill Publishing Company. 

Johnson, Burges. Youngsters. Collected Poems of Childhood. 
Illustrated by Rollin Crampton. E. P. Dutton and Company, 

Johnson, James Weldon (Editor). Fifty Years, and Other Poems. 
New Edition. The ComhiU Publishing Company. 

The Book of American Negro Poetry, With an Essay on the 
Nemo’s Creative Genius. Harcourt, Brace and Company. 

Jones, John Langdon. Mid light and Shade. Duffield and 
Company. 
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Jones, Joshua Henry. Poems oj ike Four Seas. The ComhiU 
Publishing Company. 

Kelley, William Valentine. The Open Fire, and Other Essays. 
The Abingdon Press. 

Kenyon, Doris and James B. Spring Flowers and Rowan. James 
T. White and Company. 

Kilmer, Aline. Vigils. George H. Doran Company. 

Kinsolving, Sally Bruce. Depths and Shallows. The Norman, 
Remington Company. 

Lawrence, D. H. Tortoises Thomas Seltzer. 

Leaf, Walter. Little Poems from the Greek. Robert M. McBride 
and Company. 

Leonard, Sterlmg Andrus (Editor). Poems of the War and Peace. 
Collected with a Foreword and Notes. Harcourt, Brace 
and Company. 

Lincoln, Joseph C. Cape Cod Ballads. Two Volumes. D. Appleton 
and Company. 

Luke, Isobel. Mother Love and Garden Poems. The Leland 
Fisher Company. 

MacDonald, Francis Charles. Derices and Desires. Princeton 
University Press. 

Magnus, L. A. Heroic Ballads cf Russia. E. P. Dutton and 
Company. 

Marquis, Don. Noah an* Jonah an* Cap*n John Smith. 
D. Appleton and Company. 

Sonnets to a Red-Haired Lady. By a Gentleman with a Blue 
Beard and Famous Love Affairs. Doubleday, Page and 
Company. 

Masefield, John. King Cole. The Macmillan Company. 

Reynard the Fox. With Sixteen Plates by G. D. Armour and 
Many Illustrations by Carton Moorepark. The Macmillan 
Company. 

Masters, Edgar Lee. The Open Sea. The Macmillan Company. 

Mayo, Paul. Beatrice Eden. A Play in Three Acts. The Stratford 
Press. 

McCarthy, Thomas. Missing Links and Other Things. Journal 
Publishing Company, Devils L^e, N. D. 

McCloskey, George V. A. The Flight of Guinevere, and Other 
Poems. Authors and Publishers Corporation. 

McGuckin, Mildred Criss. Wind Flower. Richard G. Badger. 

McKay, Claude. Harlem Shadows, Harcourt, Brace and 
Company. 

McTaTiftj James Latimer. Shafts of Song. The Norman, 
Remington Company. 

McMeekin, Isabella McLennan. Melodies and Mountaineers. 
The Stratford Company. 
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McSparran, William F. Wko Plants a Tree, Authors and Pub- 
lishers Corporation. 

Metarnorphoses. (P. Ovidius Naso.) Translated into English 
Blaii Verse by Brookes More. With a Preface by Frederic 
Allison Tapper. The Comhill Publishing Company. 

Metaphysical Lyncs and Poems of the Seventeenth Century^ Donne 
to Butler. Selected and Edfited, with an Essay by Herbert 
J. C. Grierson. Oxford University Press. 

Milbanke, Ralph, Earl of Lovelace. Astarte. ^ A Fragment of 
Truth Concerning George Gordon Byron, Sixth Lord Byron. 
Charles Scnbner’s Sons. 

Millay, Edna St. Vincent. Two Slatterns and a King. Stewart 
and Kidd Company. 

Miller, J. Corson. Veils of Samite. With an Introduction by 
William Stanley Braithwaite. Small, Maynard and 
Company. 

Milton, John. Comus. Illustrated by Arthur Rackham. Double- 
day, Page and Company. 

Mixter, Florence Kilpatrick. Out of the Mist. Boni and Liveright. 

Modem Russian Poetry. An Anthology. Chosen and Translated 
by Babette Deutsch and Avrahm Yarmolinsky. Harcourt, 
Brace and Company. 

Moore, Anne. Children of God and Winged Things. The Four 
Seas Company. 

More, Brookes. The Beggar*s Vision. With Introduction by 
William Stanley Braitibwaite. The Cornhill Company. 

Morley, Christopher. Chimneysmoke Illustrated by Thomas 
Fogarty. George H. Doran Company. 

Translations from the Chinese. George H. Doran Company. 

Morris, Joseph and Adams, St. Clair. It Can Be Done. Poems of 
Inspiration, George Sully and Company. 

Morse, Katharine. A Gate of Cedar. The Macmillan Company. 

Moult, Thomas Dovm Here, The Hawthorn. George H. Doran 
Company. 

Mr. William Shakej^eare. Original and Early Editions of His 
Quartos and Folios, His Source Books and Those Containing 
Contemporary Notices. By Henrietta C. Bartlett, Yale 
University Press. 

Nathan, Robert. Youth Grows Old. Robert M. McBride. 

Newberry, John Strong. Selected Poems and Ballads of Paid 
Fort. Duffield and Company. 

Newbolt, Henry. An English Anthology of Prose and Poetry. 
E. P. Dutton and Company. 

Poems: Old and New. E, P. Dutton and Company. 

Newsom, Dallas Walton. Song and Dream. The Stratford 
Company. 

Norman, Henderson Daingerfield (Translator). Plays of Edmond 
Rostand. Two Volumes. The Macmillan Company. 

Noyes, Alfred. Watchers of the Shy. Frederick A, Stokes. 



O'Brien, Edward J. Distant Music. Small, Maynard and 
Company. 

Old English Foetry. Translations into Alliterative Verse, with 
Introductions and Notes by J. Duncan Spaeth. Prmceton 
University Press. 

O'Neill, Moira. Songs of the Glens of Antrim, and More Songs of 
the Glens of Antrim. The Macmillan Company. 

Oppenheim, Bertha. Legends of Life, and Other Poems. The 
Stratford Company. 

Osgood, Ernest Earle. The Master Fisherman. The Stratford 
Company. 

Ottford Poetry, 1921. Edited by Alan Porter, Bichard Hughes 
and Robert Graves. Oirford: Basil Blackwell. 

Parker, Willard. Niagara's Rainbow. The Legend of the White 
Canoe. Conshohocken, Pa.: Willard Parker Publishing 
Company. 

Parkhurst, Henry Clinton. Songs of a Man Who Failed. The 
Woodhuff Press, Lincoln, Neb. 

Pearson, Hesketh. Modem Men and Mummers. Harcourt, Brace 
and Company. 

Pinney, Mary Ray. The Right of Way. G. P. Putnam's Sons. 

Poems from Punch, 1909-1920; With an Introductory Essay 
by W. B. Drayton Henderson. The Macmillan Company. 

Poems from the Works of Charles Cotton. With Illustrations by 
Lovat Eraser. London: The Poetry Book-Shop. 

Poems of Home and Overseas. Compiled by Charles WiUiams 
and V. H. Collins. Oxford University Press. 

Poulsen, Ezra J. Songs for the Toilers. The Stratford Company. 

Pound, Ezra. Poems, 1913-1921. Including Three Portraits and 
Four Cantos. Boni and Liveright. 

Preston, Keith. Splinters. George H, Doran Company. 

Band, Frank Prentice. Crumpled Leaves from Old Japan (Trans- 
lated from The Manyoshu by Dan F. Waugh and done into 
English Verse by F. P. R.) The Kingsbury Print. 

Randall, Herbert. Rhymes of Old Plymouth. Published by the 
Author, Hartford, Conn. 

Reznikoff, Charles. TJrid Acosta. A Play and a Fourth Group of 
Verse. New York; Published by the Author. 

Rhys, Grace (Compiler), The Children's Garland of Verse. 
E. P. Dutton and Company. 

Richter, Irving S. The Power of Love, The City of Comrades, 
A Voice from the Infinite and Other Verses. I^blished by 
Irving S, Richter, Brooklyn, N. Y, 

Rittenhouse, Jessie B. The Lifted Cup. Houghton MifBlin 
Company. 

Roberts, Charles V. H. Myrrha. A Tragedy in Five Acts. The 
Four Seas Company. 
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Robinson, Edwin Arlington. Collected Poems, The Macmillan 
Company. 

Rose, Heloise Durant. Dante: A Dramatic Poem. Oxford 
ijniversxty Press. 

Rostand, Edmond. The Princess Far-Away. A Romantic Tragedy 
%n Four Acts. Translated into English Verse by Anna Emilia 
Bagstad. Richard G. Badger. 

Ryskind, Morris. Unaccustomed as I am. Alfred A. Knopf, 

Saintsbury, George (Editor). Minor Poets of the Caroline Period^ 
Veil. 111. Oxford University Press. 

Sandburg, Carl. Slabs of the Sunburnt West. Harcourt, Brace 
and Company, 

Sargent, Daniel. The Door^ and Other Poems. Richard G. Badger. 

Scheffauer, Ethel Talbot. New Altars. Berlin: William Kupe. 

Schlesinger, Frederick Schenck Solitary Hours. James T. White 
and Company. 

Scudder, Evarts. Anita. A Tale of the Risorgimento, and Other 
Poems. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Selections from Chaucer. Edited by William Allan Neilson and 
Howard RoUin Patch. Harcourt, Brace and Company. 

Sentner, David. Cobblestones. Alfred A. Knopf. 

Shelby, Annie Blanche (Compiler). The Lullaby Book, or Mother* s 
Love Songs. Duffield and Company. 

Smimow, Dr. Louis. The Covenant, and Other Poems. With an 
Introduction by William Lyon Phillips. The Stratford 
Company. 

Smith, C. Fox. Rovings. Elkin Mathews. 

Snow, Roy^, Igdram. The Four Seas Company. 

Songs of Li-Tai-Pe. From the “Cancionerio Chimes” of Antonio 
Castro Feijo. An Interpretation from the Portuguese by 
Jordan Herbert Stabler. New York: Edgar H. Wells and 
Company. 

Sonnets from Tuscany, and Other Poems. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Squire, J. C. Poems. Second Series. George H. Doran Company, 

Stevenson, Robert Louis. Moral Emblems, and Other Poems. 
Written and Illustrated with Woodcuts by R. L. S. Charles 
Scribner's Sons. 

Stillman, Mildred Whitney, Wood Notes. Duflfield and Company. 

Stratton-Porter, Gene. The Fire Bird. Doubleday, Page and 
Company. 

Strum, Frank Pearce Eternal Helen. Oxford: Basil Blackwell. 

Struthers, William. Sun and Cloud. Philadelphia: William B, 
Siple. 

Stuart, John Rollin. Shrines and Shadows. The Four Seas 
Company. 

Tagore, Rabindranath. The Fugitive. The Macmillan Company. 
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The shuttles of the sun fly fast. 

Charles G. Blanden 

The silence that had fallen stark between us. 

Grace Atherton Dennen .... 

The sun is a fire. 

John Moreland 

The sxm robed with noons stands on the pulpit of heaven. 

Pascal D’Angelo 

The time when I was plowing. 

Maxwell Anderson 

The trees that lean over water. 

Marion Couthout Smith .... 
The woman who has grown old. 

Louise Bogan 

The world’s a ten-rod circle; hills are gone. 

Abbie Huston Evans 

Then, as now, let it the drawl of rivers. 

Joseph Auslandbr 

There is a deliberateness in all sea-island ways. 

Hervet Allen 

There is a harper plays. 

John Hall Whbblock 

There is a panther caged within my breast. 

John Hall Wheelock 

There’s a kind of morning prayer. 

John Jay Chapman 

There once was a parson o’ Porlock Town. 

Charles Wharton Stork .... 
These are the flowers for a mad bride. 

Winifred Welles 

These journals, notes, and missives of the dead. 

John Jay Chapman 

These shall be my songs to you, 

Bernice Lesbza Kenyon .... 

They do not care about each other, these two. 

Leonora Speyer ...... 

They seemed a sort of frame for the town’s life. 

Sarah N. Cleghobn 

They tell me she is beautiful, my city, 

DuBose Hettvabd 

Think in what fashion this one man would rise. 

Stewart Mitchell 
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This is no child that dances. This is flame. Page 

Louis Untebmeteb 217 

Those who love the most. 

Sara Teasdale 210 

Though here and there a man is left. 

Elinor Wtlie 252 

Threading the evil hand and look. 

Elinor Wtlie 249 

To old Verona, any dusk in spring. 

Lizettb Woodworth Reese . . . 175 

Too fast the silly white-caps run. 

Grant H. Code 56 

Troy is for beauty, the far, the broken. 

Beijnett Weaver 228 

Under Monadnock. 

Morris Bishop 26 

Urns of Carrara marble I have seen. 

Power Dalton 63 

Valasquez took a pliant knife. 

Elinor Wylie 248 

Waiter, waiter! 

Tessica Nelson North 153 

Wake, 0 Women! 

Mart Austin 8 

We could have been such friends, dear almost-friend. 

Leonora Speyer 197 

We shall remember him 

Jeanne Robert Poster 76 

Were the burned sand of dE«a. 

Beatrice Ravenbl 172 

What do I love the dearest in my wood. 

Mart Sinton Lbitch . . . . . Ill 

What is this bitterness of love that scatters dust in the eyes. 

Jeannette Marks 132 

When cherry-buds appear. 

Gamaliel Bradford 38 

When earth was madly green he lay. 

David Osborne Hamilton .... 89 

When falls the winter snow I little care nor yet what cold 
winds blow. 

Julia Johnson Davis 66 

When I first felt within me stir. 

Willard Wattles 226 

When I was far too young to comprehend. 

Ann Hamilton 87 

When on dark starless roads I ride. 

Edna G. Henry 90 

When we coimt out our gold. 

Georgia Douglas Johnson .... 100 
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Where Beauty lodges there prevails. 

WaYLAND WeLUS WujLIAMS . 
Where his sure feet pass. 

Haostit. Hat.t^ 

Whose whips are those cracking up the river, 

Winifred Welles .... 
Why laughest thou, perched there among the books. 

Wright Pibld 

Wide-opened-windowed in the morning tune. 

Winifred Welles .... 
With sheets cool and smooth. 

Elizabeth J. Coatbworth 


Women have no wilderness in them. 

LotrisE Bogan . 

You saw the last fires burning on the hill. 

Herbert S. Gorman 

You will be the color of water. 

Marjorie Meeker .... 

Your heart is bound tightly, let. 

Saba Tblasdalb 

Your names are like decapitated giants bleeding black 
oblivion. 

Pascal D'Angelo 

Yucca is yellowing. 

William H. Simpson 

Zhoo, zhoo, zhooi 

Lew Sarett 
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